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As first performed at the Theatre Royal^ Covent Garden (under the man- 
agement of Mr, Macready)^ Thursday ^ March 7, 183^, 

Louis the Thirteenth Mr. Eltok 

Gaston, Duke OF Orleans, ^r<;/A*r /<7 Z:<WM A7// .... Mr. Diddkar 
Baradas, Favorite of the King^ First Gentleman of the ChanUter, 

Premier Ecuyer, etc • Mr. Warde 

Cardinal Richelieu Mr. Macready 

The Chevalier de Mauprat Mr. Anderson 

The Sieur db Beringhen, in attendance on the King ; * one of the 

Conspirators Mr. Vining 

Joseph, a Capuchin^ Richelieu's confidant Mr. Phelps 

Huguet, an Officer of Richelieu^ household guard; a Spy . Mr. George Bennett 

YKK^cois.first Page to Richelieu Mr. Howe 

First Courtier Mr. Roberts 

Captain of the Archers Mr. Matthews 

Clermont Mr. Tilbury 

J Mr. Yarnold 
Secretaries of State { Mr. Payne 

Governor of the Bastilb Mr. Waldron 

Gaoler Mr. Ayliffe 

Courtiers t Pages, Coftspiratorsy Officers ^ Soldiers, etc* 
Julie de Mortemar, an orphan. Ward to Richelieu . . Miss Helen Faucit 

Marion de Lorme, Mistress to Orleans, but in Richelieu's Pay . . Miss Charles 
* Properly speaking, the King's First Valet de Chambre, a post of great importance 
at that time. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



On Oct. 24, 1838, William Charles Macready, at this time man- 
ager as well as leading actor at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, 
wrote in his diary : ** Letter from Bulwer, informing me that he had 
made out the rough sketch of a play, an historical comedy on the 
subject of Richelieu. I answered him, * Delighted at the news.' " 

The famous novelist's ** Duchesse de la Valli^re " had already 
failed, but **The Lady of Lyons," anonymously produced, had 
succeeded ; and Macready, suffering all the annoyances of an actor- 
manager in sad need of a new play, was prepared to welcome with 
enthusiasm another attempt by Sir Edward George Bulwer, of whose 
ability, patience, and industry the diary of the player has preserved 
abundant proof. 

Macready received the first draft of ** Richelieu '' on Nov. 12, and, 
between that date and the night of its successful production, March 
7 of the following year (1839), ^^^ P^^y was several times recon- 
structed. Its original form was a great disappointment to the 
actor, and Bulwer — at first reluctantly but finally gratefully — ac- 
cepted the suggestions, and profited by the experience of the friend 
to whom he owed much of his success as a play-maker. There is no 
question but that, in its final form, the construction of the play was 
more Macready 's than Bulwer's. It was the actor who suggested 
the admirable use,. in Act V., of the incidents from Alfred de Vigny's 
•* Cinq Mars," Hazlitt's translation of which was then very popular. 

** Richelieu " was read to the company at Covent Garden, Jan. 5, 
1839. When it was produced two months later, Macready, in the 
title rdle^ was supported by Helen Faucit, now Lady Martin, as 
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4 INTRODUCTION. 

Julie de Mortemar. James Anderson, who afterward managed 
Drury Lane, and is famous as the original Ingomar, was the 
Adrien de Mauprat ; while the Father Joseph was Samuel Phelps, 
still looked back to by actors, like Sir Henry Irving, as one of 
the best all-round players the London stage has known, and who, 
as manager of Sadler's Wells Theatre, made some of the most 
notable and dignified revivals of Shakespeare the English theatre 
has seen. Henry Howe, so long associated with the London 
Lyceum Company, was the Fran9ois. Out of these five players Lady 
Martin still survives, better known to-day as a writer on Shake- 
speare's heroines than as an actress. 

Since the production of the play the title r6le has been a popular 
one with leading men and with stars. The attractive combination 
of comedy and melodrama, with opportunities for declamatory cli- 
maxes, is of the sort to excite audiences ; and for that reason, if for 
no other, would appeal to actors. In addition to acting opportuni- 
ties, the play has a romantic story, and that popular feature, — a 
happy ending. 

In the autumn of the year that witnessed its first production in 
London, Edwin Forrest, the rival of Macready, played Richelieu in 
this country. To make a list of the actors who have attempted the 
rdle since would be to name nearly all the legitimate stars, and a 
large number of leading men, wha achieved heroic parts in the days 
of repertoires. The most famous of many Richelieus in this gene- 
ration is generally conceded to have been the late Edwin Booth. 
This eminent actor found in the r6le opportunities for some of his 
best work, and to the end of his days it was one of his most con- 
genial and successful parts. It is impossible to say when Booth 
first played Richelieu. It was probably in 1856. As early as 185 1 
he recited portions of it, notably the curse scene of Act IV. It 
was in this part, in 1861, that he conquered London, which had 
looked askance at his Shylock, and then rejected it. 

As originally presented, ** Richelieu" consisted of ^\^ acts and 
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INTRODUCTION, 5 

nine scenes, each act except the fourth being in two scenes. Of 
late it has been customary to omit Scene 2 of Act III., and Scene i 
of Act V. ; and in preparing this acting version of the play that 
tradition has been followed, as it reduces the drama to the shape in 
which players want it, and theatre-goers are accustomed to see it, 
and the acting gains materially by the condensation. In the matter^ 
of business, this edition follows carefully the best stage authorities, 
the prompt-books of the most representative performers of the lead- 
ing rdle^ both stock and star, having been carefully collated to this 
end. The text has been reduced to its usual acting form, all the 
traditional ** cuts " having been made, and not merely indicated, so 
that the version is immediately available for successful performance 
without change or alteration. The business indicated, while pur- 
posely not greatly elaborated, will be found entirely sound and 
amply suggestive. 

M. A. 
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COSTUMES. 

(Period 1641-1642.) 

King. — Black velvet doublet, trunks and cloak, point lace at knees, 
ruffles and collar, broadsword, belt, and rapier, black silk stockings and 
black shoes, black slouch hat and black feathers, long hair and mus- 
tache. 

Orleans. — Crimson velvet suit, trimmed with yellow satin, same style. 

Baradas. — Puce velvet suit, as above. 

Richelieu. — Scarlet robe, white fur tippet, small linen collar, blue 
silk ribbon and silver order, red stockings, black shoes, iron-gray hair, 
mustache and imperial, scarlet cap. 

De Mauprat. — First act: Handsome black velvet suit, as above. 
Second cut : Crimson velvet and white satin with s^pointments. Suit of 
armor of the time. Third act : Same as first. 

Beringhen. — Light blue and white suit, as above. 

Joseph. — Dark brown robe, fleshings and sandals, tonsure. 

HuGUET. — Brown cloth doublet and trunks, open hanging sleeves, 
over scarlet arms, red hose, high black boots, steel gorget, hat and red 
feather, shoulder belt and sword. 

Francois . — First act: Handsome doublet and trunks. Second cut: 
Plain ditto, sword and dagger. 

Clermont and Courtiers. — Handsome shapes. 

Secretaries. — Black robes trimmed with fur. 

Governor. — Scarlet and buff shape. 

Conspirators. — Complete suits of armor of the time. 

Julie. — First act : Handsome white satin open dress, of the time 
of Charles I. Second act : White dress of the time, travelling mantle. 

Marion. — Handsome yellow satin open dress, white satin under; hair 
dressed with pearls. 



NOTE. 



Wb reprint above the original instructions for costuming this piece, for the benefit of 
those who may be unable to secure the advice and assistance of a good costumer. Such 
an assistant is, of course, indispensable to any competent modem production of a play 
of this description, and all details of this nature are properly left to his experience and 
knowledge. 
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ACT I. 

First Day. 

Scene I. — Room in house of Marion de Lorme. Scene in 
one. Entrances r. and L. i E. Arch c. in flat, with 
draperies and interior backing. Table and chairs R. and 
L. That at r. hcts on it fruit and 7vine ; at L., cards, dice, 
etc. Candelabra lighted. At table r. at rise of curtain are 
seated Baradas and four Courtiers, splendidly dressed ; 
the Duke of Orleans reclines on a large fauteuil, r. ; 
Marion de Lorme, standing at the back of his chair, 
offers him a goblet, and then retires to ottoman, r. At 
another table, l., are De Beringhen, and De Mauprat 
playing at dice, and Clermont and Courtiers of inferior 
rank to those at the table of the Duke looking on. A 
group of Courtiers is conversing within the arch. 

ORCHESTRA 

plays ^VhreleRoi^ 
till curtain is up* 

NOISE of laufifhtcf and 
loud talk &om gam- 
ingf-table at tise^ and 
at intervals through 
scene* 

Orleans {drinking ; laughter of Courtiers subdued). 
Here's to our enterprise ! 

Barad. {glancing at Marion and putting finger on lips). 
Hush, sir! 

7 
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8 RICHELIEU. 

Orl. (aside^ having looked round as unconscious of cause 
of alarm). Nay, count, 

You may trust her ; she dotes on me. No house 
So safe as Marion's. 

Barad. Still, we have a secret, 

And oil and water — woman and a secret — 
Are hostile properties, 

NOISE of dice at table. 

Orl. (as Marion rises and comes to him). Well, Marion, 
see 
How the play prospers yonder. 

(Marion goes to the table, l., and looks on for a 
few moments^ 
Barad. (producing a parchment) , I have now 
All the conditions drawn ; it only needs 
Our signatures. 

Bouillon will join his army with the Spaniard, 
March on to Paris, there, dethrone the king ; 
You will be regent ; I, and ye, my lords. 
Form the new council. So much for the core 
Of our great scheme. 

NOISE of gamestei^ 

Orl. (rises and comes down disturbed ; all at table follow 
him). But Richelieu is an Argus ; 
One of his hundred eyes will light upon us, 
And then — good-by to life. 

Exit Marion, r. i e. 

Barad. To gain the prize 

We must destroy the Argus. Ay, my lords. 
This scroll the core, but Richelieu's blood the veins 
Of our design — while this despatched to Bouillon, 
Richelieu despatched to Heaven. The last my charge. 
Meet here to-morrow night. You, sir, as first 
In honour and in hope, meanwhile select 
Some trusty knave to bear the scroll to Bouillon ; 
'Midst Richelieu's foes 77/ find some desperate hand 
To strike for vengeance, while we stride to power. 

Orl. So be it ; to-morrow, midnight. Come, my lords. 
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Exeunt through arch to l. Orleans and the Courtiers in 
his train followed by those who were conversing within the 
arch, Baradas detains one Courtier in conversation till 
Mauprat riseSy when he dismisses him c^ if charged with 
some instructions^ then crosses to L. Those at the other 
table rise, salute Orleans, and re-seat themselves. 

De Berin. {seated r. of table l.). Double the stakes. 

ly^ M.AV. (seated I., of table). Done. 

De Berin. Bravo ; faith, it shames me 
To bleed a purse at the last gasp already. 

De Mau. Nay, as youVe had the patient to yourself 
So long, no other doctor should despatch it. 

(De Mauprat throws and loses.) 

Clerm. '\ 
and > Lost ! Ha, ha, — poor De Mauprat ! 

Omnes. ) 

De Berin. One throw more ? 

De Mau. No ; I am bankrupt. {Pushing gold,) There 
goes all — except 
My honor and my sword. {They rise; Mavtrat comes c) 

Clerm. Ay, take the sword 

To Cardinal Richelieu — he gives gold for steel, 
When worn by brave men. 

De Mau. Richelieu ! {Crosses to r. corner,) 

De Berin. {to Baradas). At that name 
He changes color, bites his nether lip. 
Even in his brightest moments whisper " Richelieu," 
And you cloud all his sunshine. 

Barad. I have mark'd it. 

And I will learn the wherefore. 

De Mau. {going to table, r., sits). The Egyptian 
Dissolved her richest jewel in a draught ; 
Would I could so melt time and all its treasures, 
And drain it thus. {£>riuhi//g.) 

De Berin. {taking his cloak and hat). Come, gentlemen, 
what say ye, 
A walk on the Parade ? 

Clerm. (l. c). Ay ; come, De Mauprat. 

De Mau. Pardon me ; we shall meet again ere nightfall. 

De Berin. Tf 

and VCome, Baradas. 

Omnes. ) 
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lO RICHELIEU. 

Barad. (l. c). I'll Stay and comfort Mauprat. 

De Berin. Comfort! When 
We gallant fellows have run out a friend 
There's nothing left — except to run him through I 
There's the last act of friendship. 

De Mau. Let me keep 

That favor in reserve ; in all besides 
Your most obedient servant. 

Exeunt through c. arch to l. all but De Mauprat and Bara- 
DAS. After their exit, the curtains of arch are closed. 

Barad. (l ). You have lost, 

Yet are not sad. 

De Mau. (r.). Sad ! Life and gold have wings 
And must fly one day ; open, then, their cages 
And wish them merry. 

Barad. You're a strange enigma ; 

Fiery in war, and yet to glory lukewarm ; 
All mirth in action — in repose all gloom. 
Fortune of late has sever'd us, and led 
Me to the rank of Courtier, Count, and Favorite — 
You to the titles of the wildest gallant 
And bravest knight in France. Are you content ? 
f«fo ; trust in me — some gloomy secret — 
*"De Mau. Ay, 

A secret that doth haunt me, as, of old, 
Men were possess'd of fiends ! (jRises.) Where'er I turn. 
The grave yawns dark before me ! {Crosses l. c.) I imll trust 

you. 
Hating the Cardinal, and beguiled by Orleans, 
You know I join'd the Languedoc revolt — 
Was captured, sent to the Bastile — 

Barad. But shared 

The general pardon which the Duke of Orleans 
Won for himself and all in the revolt. 
Who but obey'd his orders. 

De Mau. Note the phrase, 

"Obey'd his orders ! '* Well, when on my way 
To join the duke in Languedoc, I (then 
The down upon my lip — less man than boy) 
Leading young valors, reckless as myself. 
Seized on the town of Faviaux, and displaced 
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The royal banners for the rebel. Orleans, 
Never too daring, when I reached the camp. 
Blamed me for acting, — mark, — without his orders ! 
Upon this quibble Richelieu razed my name 
Out of the general pardon. 

Barad. Yet released you 

From the Bastile — 

De Mau. To call me to his presence. 

And thus address me : " You have seized a town 
Of France without the orders of your leader, 
And for this treason, but one sentence — death." 

Barad. Death ! 

De Mau. " I have pity on your youth and birth, 
Nor wish to glut the headsman. Join your troop, 
Now on the march against the Spaniards ; change 
The traitor's scaffold for the soldier's grave. 
Your memory's stainless — they who shared your crime 
Exird or dead — your king shall never learn it." 

Barad. O tender pity ! Well ? 

De Mau. You have heard if I fought bravely. 
When the Cardinal 

Reviewed the troops, his eyes met mine ; he frown'd, 
Summon'd me forth. " How's this ? " quoth he ; " you have 

shunn'd 
The sword — beware the axe ! 'Twill fall one day ! " 
He left me thus ; we were recall'd to Paris, 
And — you know all ! 

Barad. And, knowing this, why halt you. 

Spell 'd by the rattlesnake, while in the breasts 
Of your firm friends beat hearts that vow the death 
Of your grim tyrant ? Wake ! Be one of us. 
The time invites — the king detests the Cardinal ; 
Dares not disgrace, but groans to be deliver 'd 
Of that too great a subject. Join your friends. 
Free France, and save yourself. 

De Mau. Hush ! Richelieu bears 

A charmed life. To all, who have braved his power. 
One common end — the block. Better the victim, count, 
Than the assassin. France requires a Richelieu 
But does not need a Mauprat. Truce to this ; 
All time one midnight, where my thoughts are spectres. 
What to me fame ? What love t {Crosses r.) 

Barad. Yet dost thou love not ? 
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12 RICHELIEU. 

De Mau. Love? I am young — 

Barad. And Julie fair. Ha ! (Aside.) It is so. 
Upon the margin of the grave, his hand 
Would pluck the rose that / would win and wear ! 

De Mau. Since you have one secret keep the other. 
Never unbury either! Come, while yet we may {crosses l. c.) 
We'll bask us in the noon of rosy life ; 
Lounge through the gardens, flaunt it in the taverns, 
Laugh — game — drink — feast. If so confined my days. 
Faith, I'll enclose the nights. Pshaw ! Not so grave ; 
I'm a true Frenchman ! Vive la bagatelle ! 

Enter, as they are going out, r., Huguet and four Arque- 

BUSIERS, L. I E. 

Huguet. Messire de Mauprat, I arrest you » Follow 
To the lord Cardinal. 

De Mau. You see, my friend, 

I'm out of my suspense. The tiger's play'd 
Long enough with his prey. (Mauprat gives his swonf.) 

Farewell ! Hereafter 
Say, when men name me, ** Adrien de Mauprat 
Lived without hope, and perished without fear ! '' 

Exeunt De Mauprat, Huguet, etc,, l. i e. 

Barad. Farewell ! I trust forever I I design 'd thee 
For Richelieu's murderer — but, as well his martyr ! 
In childhood you the stronger, and I cursed you ; 
In youth the fairer, and I cursed you still ; 
And you would rival me with Julie ! — loved 
So wildly, that this love has grown the bone 
And nerve of my ambition 1 By the king's 
Aid I will marry Julie, in despite 
Of my lord Cardinal. By the king's aid 
I will be minister of France — in spite 
Of my lord Cardinal. And then — what then ? 
The king loves Julie — feeble prince — false master — 

{Producing and gazing on the parchment,) 
Then, by the aid of Bouillon and the Spaniard, 
I will dethrone the king, and all — ha ! — ha ! — 
All, in despite of my lord Cardinal. 

Exit R. I £. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



^RICHELIEU, 13 

Scene W.^-A room in the Palais Cardinal^ the walls hung 
with arras ; a large screen in one corner^ R. c. ; £Z table 
covered with books, papers, etc,,'c.\ table L. with water 
bottle and glass ; a rude clock in a recess. Busts, statues, 
bookcases, weapons of different periods, and banners. 
Doors R., L., and c. D* in flat, and private door L. 3 E., 
concealed by tapestry. 



Stand of 




-\ Door h 



Clock. I I 



Door, behind 
tapestry. 

1 D Chair. 

Table, with pen, © Stool. i 

ink, paper, books. Table. | | \ 



Francois discovered. He sets table and chair forward, then 
^ ' Exit L. I E. 

Enter Richelieu leaning on Joseph, c. j>,from r. 

RiCHE. (c). And so you think this new conspiracy 
The craftiest trap yet laid for the old fox ? 
Fox ! Well, I like the nickname ! What did Plutarch 
Say of the Greek Lysander ? 

Joseph, (l. c). I forget. 

RiCHE. That where the lion's skin fell short, he eked it 
Out with the fox's. A great statesman, Joseph, 
That same Lysander. 

Jos. Orleans heads the traitors. 

Riche. a very wooden head, then ! Well ? 

Jos. The favorite. Count Baradas — 

Riche. A weed of hasty growth ; 

First gentleman of the chamber — titles, lands. 
And the king's ear ! It cost me six long winters 
To mount as high, as in six little moons 
This painted lizard. But I hold the ladder. 
And when I shake, he falls ! What more ? 

Jos. A scheme 
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To make your orphan-ward an instrument 

To aid your foes. Your ward has charm 'd the king. 

RiCHE. Out on you ! • 
Have I not, one by one, from such fair shoots 
Plucked the insidious ivy of his love ? 
And shall it creep around my blossoming tree 
Where innocent thoughts, like happy birds, make music 
That spirits in Heaven might hear ? The king must have 
No mistress but the State ; — the State — that's Richelieu ! 

(^Sits L. of table.) 

Jos. This is not the worst. Louis, in all decorous. 
And deeming you her least compliant guardian. 
Would veil his suit by marriage with his minion, 
Your prosperous foe. Count Baradas. 

RiCHE. Hal Ha! 

I have another bride for Baradas ! 

Jos. You, my lord ? 

RiCHE. Ay — more faithful than the love 
Of fickle woman ; when the head lies lowliest, 
Clasping him fondest ; sorrow never knew 
So sure a soother, — and her bed is stainless ! 

Enter FRANgois, c. d., from l. 

FRAN9. Mademoiselle de Mortemar. 
RiCHE. Most opportune — admit her. 

Exit FRANgois, c. d. to l. 

In my closet 
You'll find a rosary, Joseph ; ere you tell 
Three hundred beads, I'll summon you. (Joseph goes up 

stage.) Stay, Joseph {ke comes down), 
I did omit an Ave in my matins — 
A grievous fault — atone it for me, Joseph. 
There is a scourge within ; I am weak, you strong ; 
It were but charity to take my sin 
On such broad shoulders. 

Jos. {going up L. c). I ! guilty of such criminal pre- 
sumption 
As to mistake myself for you. No, never ! 
Think it not (Aside,) Troth, a pleasant invitation ! 

Exit Joseph at door behind tapestry, l. 3 e. 
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RICHELIEU. 1 5 

Enter Julie de Mortem ar, c. T>,frofn l. 

RiCHE. {seated r.). That's my sweet Julie ! 

Julie {kneeling at his feet). Cardinal, are you gracious ? 
May I say " Father " ? 

RiCHE. Now and ever ! 

Julie. Father I 
A sweet word to an orphan. 

RiCHE. No ; not an orphan 

While Richelieu lives. Thy father loved me well ; 
My friend, ere I had flatterers (now, I am great, 
In other phrase, Tm friendless) ; he died young 
In years, not service, and bequeathed thee to me ; 
And thou shalt have a dowry, girl, to buy 
Thy mate amidst the mightiest. Drooping ? Sighs ? 
Are thou not happy at the court ? 

Julie; Not often. 

RiCHE. {aside). Can she love Baradas ? {Aloud.) 

Thou art admired — art young ; 
Does not his majesty commend thy beauty — 
Ask thee to sing to him ? 

Julie. He's very tiresome. 

Our worthy king. 

RiCHE. Fie ; kings are never tiresome. 

Save to their ministers. What courtly gallants 
Charm ladies most ? Cinq Mars, De Sourdiac, or 
The favorite Baradas ? 

Julie. A smileless man — 

I fear, and shun him. 

RiCHE. Yet he courts thee ? 

Julie. Then 

He is more tiresome than his majesty. 

RiCHE. Right, girl, shun Baradas. Yet of these flowers 
Of France, not one, in whose more honied breath 
Thy heart hears summer whisper ? 

Enter Huguet c. d. from l. 

Hug. The Chevalier 

De Mauprat waits below. 

Julie {starting up), De Mauprat ! 

RiCHE. Hem ! {Rises,) 

He has been tiresome too. {To Huguet.) Anon. 

Exit Huguet c. d. to l. 
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l6 RICHELIEU. 

Julie (r.). What doth he ? 

I mean — I — does your eminence — that is — 
Know you Messire de Mauprat ? 

RiCHE. Well ! — and you. 

Has he addressed you often ? 

Julie. Often ! No, — 

Nine times — nay, ten ! The last time, by the lattice 
Of the great staircase. {In a melancholy tone.) The Court 
Sees him rarely. 

Riche. a bold and forward royster ? 

Julie. He .? Nay, modest, 

Gentle and sad methinks. 

Riche. Wears gold and azure ? 

Julie. No; sable. 

Riche. So you note his colors, Julie ? 
Shame on you, child, look loftier. By the mass, 
1 have busmess with this modest gentleman. (Sils.) 

Julie. You're angry with poor Julie. There's no 
cause. 

Riche. No cause — you hate my foes ? 

Julie. I do! 

Riche. Hate Mauprat! 

Julie. Not Mauprat. No, not Adrien, father ? 

Riche. Adrien ! 

Familiar ! Go, child. {She starts up stage.) No, not that 

way ; wait 
I n the tapestry chamber. {She crosses to r. i e.) I will join 
you — go. 

Julie. His brows are knit ; I dare not call him father ! 
15ut I must speak. {Returns to Richelieu.) Your emi- 
nence — 

Riche. {sternly). Well, girl ! 

Julie. Nay 

Smile on me — one smile {kneels) \ there, now Tm happy. 
Do not rank De Mauprat with your foes ; he is not, 
1 know he is not, he loves France too well. 

Riche. Not ranl^De Mauprat with my foes 1 So be it 
I'll blot him from that list. 

Julie {kisses his hand). That's my own father. {Rises) 

Exit Julie, r. i e. 
Riche. {rings a small bell on the table), Huguet I 
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RICHELIEU. 17 

Enter Huguet c. t>. from l. 

De Mauprat struggled not, nor murmur'd ? 

Hug. No ; proud and passive. 

RiCHE. Bid him enter. (Huguet goes to c. d.) Hold. 
Look that he hide no weapon. Humph ! Despair 
Makes victims sometimes victors. When he has entered, 
Glide round unseen; place thyself yonder {points to the 

screen) ; watch him. 
If he show violence — let me see thy carbine ; 

(Huguet giifes him his carbine,) 
So, a good weapon — if he play the lion, 
Why — the dog's death. 

Hug. I never miss my mark. 

Exit Huguet, c. d. to l. Richelieu rises, goes to table l., 
drinks and returns ; seats himself at the table, and slowly 
arranges the papers before him. Enter De Mauprat, 
c. \i,from L., preceded by Huguet, who then unseen glides 
behind the screen^ r. 

RiCHE. Approach, sir. (De Mauprat advances a step.) 
Can you call to mind the hour. 
Now three years since, when in this room, methinks. 
Your presence honored me ? 

De Mau. It is, my lord {down l.), 

One of my most — 

RiCHE. {dryly). Delightful recollections. 

De Mau. {aside), St. Denis 1 Doth he make a jest of axe 
And headsman ? 

RiCHE. {sternly), I did then accord you 
A mercy ill requited — you still live ? 

De Mau. To meet death face to face at last. 

RiCHE. Adrien de Mauprat, 

Doomed to sure death, how hast thou since consumed 
The time allotted thee for serious thought 
And solemn penance ? 

De Mau. {embarrassed). The time, my lord ? 

RiCHE. Is not the question plain? I'll answer for thee. 
Thou hast sought nor priest nor shrine ; no sackcloth 

-chafed 
Thy delicate flesh. The rosary and the death's head 
Have not, with pious meditation, purged 
Earth from the carnal gaze. What thou hast not done 
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1 8 RICHELIEU. 

Brief told ; what done, a volume ! Wild debauch. 
Turbulent riot ; for the mom the dice-box — 
Noon claimed the duel — and the night the wassail ; 
These, your most holy, pure preparatives 
For death and judgment Do I wrong you, sir ? 

De Mau. (advatuing toward him). My lord, I was not 
always thus. If changed my natiu'e. 
Blame that which chang'd my fate. 
Were you accursed with that which you inflicted — night 

and day 
By bed and board, dogg'd by one ghastly spectre — 
The while within you youth beat high, and life 
Grew lovelier from the neighboring frown of death — 
Were this your fate, perchance. 
You would have err'd like me ! {Takes stage to the l.) 

RiCHE. I might, like you, 

Have been a brawler and a reveller ; not. 
Like you, a trickster and a thief. 

De Mau. (advances threateningly). Lord Cardinal ! 
Unsay those words ! 

(HuGUET crosses from behind screen^ r., and delilh 
erately raises the carbine^ 

RiCHE. (waving his hand). Not quite so quick, friend 
Huguet ; 
Messire de Mauprat is a patient man. 
And he can wait. (Huguet lowers carbine and retires again.) 

You have outrun your fortune. 
I blame you not that you would be a beggar — 
Each to his taste. But I do charge you, sir. 
That, being beggar'd, you would coin false monies 
Out of that crucible, called debt. To live 
On means not yours — be brave in silks and laces, 
Gallant in steeds — splendid in banquets ; all 
Not yours — ungiven — unherited — unpaid for. 
This is to be a trickster ; and to filch 
Men's art and labor, which to them is wealth, 
Life, daily bread — quitting all scores with — " Friend, 
You're troublesome I " — why this, forgive me, 
Is what, when done with a less dainty grace. 
Plain folks call " Theft ! " You owe eight thousand pistoles. 
Minus one crown, two liards. 

De Mau. (aside). The old conjurer ! 

Riche. This is scandalous. 
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RICHELIEU. 19 

Shaming your birth and blood. I tell you, sir, 

That you must pay your debts. (Striking table with his hand.) 

De Mau. With all my heart, 

My lord. {Goes to table.) Where shall I borrow, then, the 
money ? (Repeats Richelieu's business.) 

RiCHE. (aside and laughing). A humorous dare-devill 
The very man 
To suit my purpose — ready, frank, and bold ! (Rising.) 

Adrien de Mauprat, men have called me cruel ; 
I am not — I z.m Just/ I found France rent asunder — 
The rich men despots, and the poor banditti ; 
Sloth in the mart, and schism within the temple ; 
Brawls festering to rebellion, and weak laws 
Rotting away with rust in antique sheaths. 
I have re-created France ; and, from the ashes 
Of the old feudal and decrepit carcass, 
Civilization on her luminous wings 
Soars, phcenix-like, to Jove ! What was my art ? 
Genius, some say — some Fortune — witchcraft some. 
Not so ; my art ^^s justice / Force and fraud 
Misname it cruelty — you shall confute them ! 
My champion you ! You met me as your foe. 
Depart my friend. (Mauprat takes his proffered hand.) 

You shall not die ; France needs you. 
You shall wipe off all stains — be rich, be honored. 
Be great — (De Mauprat j'^/Zf on his knee.) 

I ask, sir, in return, this hand, 
To gift it with a bride (Mauprat rises) whose dower shall 

match 
Yet not exceed her beauty. 

De Mau. (hesitating). I, my lord, 
I have no wish to marry. 

RiCHE. Surely, sir, 

To die were worse ? (Turning away.) 

De Mau. Scarcely ; the poorest coward 
Must die ; but knowingly to march to marriage — 
My lord, it asks the courage of a lion ! 

RiCHE. (turning suddenly). Traitor, thou triflest with me ! 
I know all/ 
Thou hast dared to love my ward — my charge. 

De Mau. As rivers 

May love the sunlight — basking in the beams. 
And hurrying on. 
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20 RICHELIEU. 

RiCHE. Thou hast told her of thy love ? 

De Mau. My lord, if I had dared to love a maid, 
Lowliest in France, I would not so have wrong'd her 
As bid her link rich life and virgin hope 
With one the deathman's gripe might from her side 
Pluck at the nuptial altar. (Turns and goes down l.) 

RiCHE. (sits^, I do believe thee ; 
Yet since she knows not of thy love, renounce her. 
Take life and fortune with another ! Silent ? 

De Mau. (c). Your fate has been one triumph. You 
know not 
How bless'd a thing it was in my dark hour 
To nurse the one sweet thought you bid me banish. 
Love hath no need of words ; nor less within 
That holiest temple — the heaven-builded soul — 
Breathes the recorded vow. Base knight — false lover 
Were he who bartered all that soothed in grief 
Or sanctified despair, for life and gold. 
Revoke your mercy ; I prefer the fate 
I look'd for ! 

RiCHE. Huguet. (HuGUET conies down r.) To the tap- 
estry chamber 
Conduct your prisoner. (Huguet goes quite to door r. i e., 
Mauprat begins to cross r. ; to Mauprat.) You will 
there behold 
The executioner. Your doom be private — 
And Heaven have mercy on you. 

De Mau. (comes to r. i e., turns and speaks^. When I'm 
dead, 
Tell her I loved her. 

Riche. Keep such follies, sir, 

For fitter ears. Go ! 

De Mau. Does he mock me ? 

Exit De Mauprat, r. i y.,^ followed by Huguet, who turm 
round to exchange glances with Richelieu. 

Riche. (strikes bell twice), Joseph, 
Come forth. 

Enter Joseph, l. 3 e. ; comes down l. 

Methinks your cheek hath lost its rubies ; 
I fear you have been too lavish of the flesh. 
The scourge is heavy. 
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RICHELIEU. 21 

Jos. (l. c). Pray you, change the subject. 

RiCHE. You good men are so modest I Well, to business ! 
Go instantly — deeds — notaries ! Bid my stewards 
Arrange my house by the Luxembourg. My house 
No more — a bridal present to my ward, 
Who weds to-morrow. 

Jos. Weds, with whom ? 

RiCHE. De Mauprat. 

Jos. A penniless husband ! 

RiCHE. {rising). Bah ! the mate for beauty 

Should be a man and not a money-chest ! 
When her brave sire lay on his bed of death, 
I vow'd to be a father to his Julie ; 
And so he died — the smile upon his lips. 
And when I spared the life of her young lover, 
Methought I saw that smile again ! Who else. 
Look you, in all the court — who else so well, 
Brave, or supplant the favourite — balk the king — 
Baffle their schemes ? I have tried him. He has honor 
And courage — qualities that eagle-plume 
Men's souls, and fit them for the fiercest sun. 
That ever melted the weak waxen minds 
That flutter in the beams of gaudy Power ! 
Besides, he has taste, this Mauprat. When my play 
Was acted to dull tiers of lifeless gapers, 
Who had no soul for poetry, I saw him 
Applaud in the proper places. Trust me, Joseph, 
He is a man of an uncommon promise ! 

Jos. And yet your foe. 

RiCHE. Have I not foes enow ? 

Great men gain doubly when they make foes friends. 
Remember my grand maxims ; — First employ 
All methods to conciliate. 

Jos. Failing these ? 

RiCHE. (fiercely). All means to crush. As with the open- 
ing and 
The clenching of this little hand, I will 
Crush the small venom of these stinging courtiers. 
So, so, we^ve baffled Baradas. {Goes to l. of table.) 

Jos. And when 

Check the conspiracy ? 

RiCHE. Check, check ? Full way to it. 

Let it bud, ripen, flaunt i' the day, and burst 
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22 RICHELIEU, 

To fruit, — the Dead Sea's fruit of ashes ; ashes 
Which I will scatter to the winds. {Sits^ Go, Joseph ; 
When you return I have a feast for you ; 
The last great act of my great play. 

(Joseph crosses to l. whm Richelieu mentions the 
fiay, bowSy shrugs his shoulders^ and exit 

L. I E.) 

Enter Juue and De Mauprat, r. i e. ; they kneel to 
Richelieu. 

De Mau. Oh, speak, my lord — I dare not think you 
mock me. 
And yet — 

Julie, Are we n^t both your children ? 

Riche. Eh ! 

{Affecting to see them for the first time^ 
How now I Oh, sir — you live ! 

De Mau. Why, no, methinks, 

Elysium is not life ! 

Julie. He smiles — you smile, 

My father ! From my heart forever, now, 
I'll blot the name of orphan. 

Riche. Rise, my children. {They rise^ 

For ye are mine — mine both ; and in your sweet 
And young delight — your love — life's first-born glory — 
My own lost youth breathes musical. 

De Mau. I'll seek 

Temple and priest henceforward ; were it but 
To learn Heaven's choicest blessings. 

WARN ctiftaiiu 

Riche. Thou shalt seek 

Temple and priest right soon ; the morrow's sun 
Shall see across these barren thresholds pass 
The fairest bride in Paris. Go, my children ; 
' (Richelieu rises ; they both cross up l.) 

Even /loved once. Be lovers while ye may ! Mauprat I 

(Mauprat leaves Julie ; crosses to Richelieu.) 
How is it with you, sir ? You bear it bravely ; 
You know, it asks the courage of a lion. 

(Mauprat laughs in response to Richelieu, crosses 
hurriedly to JuLiE, and they exeunt c. D. to L.) 
Oh ! Godlike Power ! Woe, rapture, penury, wealth, — 
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Marriage and death, for one infirm old man 
Through a great empire to dispense — withhold — 
As the will whispers I And shall things — like motes 
That live in my daylight — lackies of court wages, 
Dwarfed starvelings, mannikins, upon whose shoulders 
The burthen of a province were a load 
More heavy than the globe on Atlas — cast 
Lots for my robes and sceptre ? France ! I love thee I 
All earth shall never pluck thee from my heart ! 

RING ctirtauu 

My mistress France — my wedded wife, — sweet France, 
Who shall proclaim divorce for thee and me ! 

(As he passes euros s stage to vl. i e.), 

SLOW CURTAIN. 



ACT IL 

Second Day. 

Scene I. — A splendid apartment in De Mauprat's new 
house, opening by long windows l. c. to the gardens^ beyond 
which the domes of the Luxembourg palace are visible. 
Scene in one ; door r. c, interior backing ; sofa r. ; entrances 
R. I E. and L. I E. 

LIGHTS f uU tip* 

Enter Baradas, r. c. 

Barad. Mauprat's new home ; what tho' 
Thou hast *scaped the fierce caprice of Richelieu ; 
Yet art thou farther from the headsman, fool ? 
Thy secret I have whispered to the king ; 
Thy marriage makes the king thy foe. Thou stand'st 
On the abyss — and in the pool below 
I see a ghastly, headless phantom mirror'd ; 
Thy likeness ere the marriage moon hath waned. 
Meanwhile — meanwhile — ha, ha — though thou art wedded 
Thou art not wived. 
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24 RICHELIEU, 

Enter De Mauprat, r. c. ; he crosses to l., and then to r. 

De Mau. Was ever fate like mine ? 

So blest, and yet so wretched. {Throws himself on sofa.) 

Barad. Joy, De Mauprat ! 

Why, what a brow, man, for your wedding-day ! 

De Mau. You know what chanced between 
The Cardinal and myself. 

Barad. This morning brought 

Your letter. A strange account, i'faith ! 

De Mau. We were wed 

At noon ; the rite perform'd, came hither ; scarce 
Arrived, when — ah 1 

Barad. Well ? 

De Mau. Wide fly the doors, and lo, 

Messire de Beringhen, and this epistle. 

Barad. 'Tis the king's hand ! The royal seal ! 

De Mau. Read- — read! 

Barad. (reading), " Whereas Adrien de Mauprat, colonel 
and chevalier in our armies, being already guilty of high 
treason by the seizure of our town of Faviaux, has presumed, 
without our knowledge or consent, to connect himself by 
marriage with Julie de Mortemar, a wealthy orphan attached 
to the person of Her Majesty, we do hereby proclaim and 
declare the said marriage contrary to law. On penalty of 
death, Adrien de Mauprat will not communicate with the 
said Julie de Mortemar by word or letter, save in the pres- 
ence of our faithful servant the Sieur de Beringhen, and 
then with such respect and decorum as are due to a De- 
moiselle attached to the Court of France, until such time 
as it may suit our royal pleasure to confer with the Holy 
Church on the formal annulment of the marriage, and with 
our Council on the punishment to be awarded to Messire de 
Mauprat, who is cautioned for his own sake to preserve 
silence as to our injunction, more especially to Mademoiselle 
de Mortemar. Given under our hand and seal at the Louvre. 
— Louis." Amazement! Did not Richelieu say the king 
knew not your crime } 

De Mau. He said so ! 

Barad. Poor De Mauprat ! 

See you the snare, the vengeance worse than death. 
Of which you are the victim ? 

De Mau. {rising hastily). Hal 
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Barad. {aside). It works ! 

De Mau. Snares ! Vengeance ! Man, be plainer. 

Barad. What so clear ? 

Richelieu has but two passions — 

De Mau. Richelieu! 

Barad. Yes I 

Ambition and revenge, in you both blended. 
First for ambition, — Julie is his ward. 
Innocent — docile — pliant to his will. 
He placed her at the court — foresaw the rest — 
The king loves Julie ! 

De Mau. Merciful Heaven ! The king ! 

Barad. Such Cupids lend new plumes to Richelieu's 
wings. 
But the court etiquette must give such Cupids 
The veil of Hymen — Hymen but in name. 
He look'd abroad — found you, his foe ; thus served 
Ambition, by the grandeur of his ward. 
And vengeance, by dishonor to his foe ! 

De Mau. Prove this. 

Barad. You have the proof — this very letter. 

{Returns letter^ 
Your strange exemption from the general pardon. 
Known but to me and Richelieu ; can you doubt 
Your friend to acquit your foe ? 

De Mau. I see it all! Mock pardon — hurried nup- 
tials — 
False bounty — all — the serpent of that smile ! 
Oh ! it stings home. (Crosses to L.) 

Barad. You yet shall crush his malice ; 

Our plans are sure — Orleans is at our head — 
We meet to-night ; join us, and with us triumph. 

De Mau. To-night ? Oh, Heaven ! But the king ? But 
Julie? 

Barad. The king, infirm in health, in mind more 
feeble. 
Is but the plaything of a minister's will. 
Were Richelieu dead, his power were mine ; and Louis 
Soon shall forget his passion and your crime. 

(Mauprat is going out l. c.) 
But whither now ? 

De Mau^ I know not ; I scarce hear thee. 

A little while for thought ; anon I'll join thee. 
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But now, all air seems tainted, and I loathe 
The face of man. 

Exit De Mauprat, through the gardens^ l. c. 

Bar AD. Go where thou wilt, the hell hounds of revenge 
Pant in thy track and dog thee down. 

Eater De Beringhen, r. i e. ; his mouth fully a napkin 
in his hand. 

De Berin. (r.). Oh, chevalier 
Your cook's a miracle — what, my host gone ? 
Faith, count, my office is a post of danger — 
A fiery fellow, Mauprat — touch and go — 
Match and saltpetre, — pr — r — r — r — ! 

Barad. (l.). You 

Will be released ere long. The king resolves 
To call the bride to court this day. 
And even now the royal carriage waits. 

De Berin. Poor Mauprat I 

Is Louis still so chafed against the fox 
For snatching yon fair dainty from the lion ? 

Barad. So chafed that Richelieu totters. Yes, the 
king 
Is half conspirator against the Cardinal. 
Enough of this. I've found the man we wanted, — 
The man to head the hands that murder Richelieu — 
The man, whose name's the synonym for daring. 

De Berin. He must mean me ! You mean — 

Barad. Whom can I mean 

But Mauprat ? Mark, to-night we meet at Marion's, 
There shall we sign — thence send this scroll {showing it) 

to Bouillon. 
You're in that secret (affectionately)^ one of our new Council. 

De Berin. Ah ! ah I But to admit the Spaniard — 
France's foe — 
Into the heart of France — dethrone the king — 
It looks like treason, and I smell the headsman. 

Barad. Too late to falter. Of this despatch Mauprat 
Must nothing learn. He only bites at vengeance. 
And he would start from treason. We must post him 
Without the door at Marion's as a sentry. 
(Aside,) So when his head is on the block, his tongue 
Cannot betray our more august designs ! 
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De Berin. I'll meet you if the king can spare me. 
{Aside,) No ! 
I am too old a goose to play with foxes, 
I'll roost at home. (Aloud.) Meanwhile, in the next room 
There's a delicious pit^, let's discuss it. 

Barad. Pshaw ! A man filled with a sublime ambition 
Has no time to discuss your pdt^s. 

De Berin. Pshaw ! 

And a man filled with as sublime a pdt^ 
Has no time to discuss ambition. Gad, 
I have the best of it. 

Exit De Beringhen, r. i e. 

Barad. Mauprat must murder Richelieu — 
Die for that crime ; I shall console his Julie — 
This will reach Bouillon ! From the wrecks of France 
I shall carve out, — who knows, — perchance a throne ! 
All in despite of my lord Cardinal. 

Enter De Mauprat /r^w the garde?is, l. c. 

De Mau. (c). Speak I can it be ? Methought, that from 
the terrace 
I saw the carriage of the king — and Jiilie ! 
No, — no, — my frenzy peoples the void air 
With its own phantoms ! 

Barad. (r.). Nay, too true. Alas, 

Was ever lightning swifter or more blasting 
Than Richelieu's forked guile ? 

De Mau. 1*11 to the Louvre — 

Barad. And lose all hope ! The Louvre ! The sure 
gate 
To the Bastile ! 

De Mau. The king — 

Barad. Is but the wax, 

Which Richelieu stamps 1 Break the malignant seal 
And I will raise the print. 

De Mau. Ghastly Vengeance ! {Kneels and draws sword.) 
To thee and thine august and solemn sister 
The unrelenting Death, I dedicate 
The blood of Armand Richelieu. When Dishonor 
Reaches our hearths, Law dies, and Murder takes 
The angel shape of Justice. (Ibises.) 

Barad. Bravely said 1 
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At midnight — Marion*s ! Nay, I cannot leave thee 
To thoughts that — 

De Mau. Speak not to me ! I am yours — 

But speak not. There's a voice within my soul 
Whose cry could drown the thunder ! Oh, if men 
Will play dark sorcery with the heart of man, 
Let them, who raise the spell, beware the fiend ! 

Exennty l. i e. 

Scene II. — A room in the Palais Cardinal; same as in the 
first act. 

Enter Franqois, r. i -e.,^ who puts forward the table and chair, 
and stands up stage, L. ; then enter Richelieu . and 
Joseph, r i. e. 

Jos. Yes, Huguet taking his accustom'd round. 
Disguised as some plain burgher, heard these rufflers 
Quoting your name. He listen'd. " Pshaw ! " said one, 
" We are to seize the Cardinal in his palace 
To-morrow ! " — " How ? " the other ask'd. " You'll hear 
The whole design to-night ; the Duke of Orleans 
And Baradas have got the map of action 
At their fingers' end." — " So be it," quoth the other, 
" I will be there, at midnight, Marion de Lorme's." 

Riche. (c). I have them, man, I have them ! 

Jos. (r.). So they say 

Of you, my lord. (Richelieu crosses to l.) Believe me, 

that their plans 
Are mightier than you deem. You must employ 
Means no less vast to meet them. 

Riche. Bah ! In policy 

We foil gigantic danger, not by giants. 
But dwarfs. The statues of our stately fortune 
Are sculptured by the chisel, not the axe ! 
Ah, were I younger, by the knightly heart 
That beats beneath these priestly robes, I would 
Have pastime with these cut-throats ! (Comes to c ) 

Reach me yon falchion, Frangois. (Franqois brings rapier) 

Not that bauble 
For carpet-warriors — yonder — such a blade 
As old Charles Martel might have wielded, when 
He drove the Saracen from France. 
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(Francois brings him from back one of the long 
two-handed swords worn in the Middle AgeSy 
down c.) 
Ah, boy, with this 

I, at Rochelle, did hand to hand engage 
The stalwart Englisher — no mongrels, boy, 
Those island mastiffs. Mark the notch — a deep one — 
His casque made here ; I shore him to the waist ! 
A toy — a feather — then I 

{Tries to wield y but lets the blade fall and leans 
breathless on it, FRAN901S supporting him,) 
You see a child could slay Richelieu now. 

(JSits L. of table, r. ; Joseph crosses behind to l.) 
Franq. (his hand on his hilt). But now, at your com- 
mand 
Are other weapons, my good lord. 

RiCHE. {as if about to write, lifts the pen). True, this ! 
Beneath the rule of men entirely great 
The pen is mightier than the sword. Behold 
The arch-enchanter's wand — itself a nothing, 
But taking sorcery from the master-hand 
To paralyze the Caesars, and to strike 
The loud earth breathless ! Take away the sword. 
States can be saved without it ! 

(Franqois puts back the sword and returns to his 
place, Richelieu looks at clock?) 
'Tis the hour I Retire, sir. 

Exit Franqois, l. I e. Three distinct kfiocks heard ; then the 
door concealed in the arra^ opens cautiously, and enter 
Marion de Lorme, l. 3 e. 

Jos. {amazed), Marion de Lorme ! 
RiCHE. Hist ! Joseph, 

Keep guard. 

Exit Joseph, l. i e. 

My faithful Marion. 

Mar. (r. of Richelieu). Good, my lord. {Kisses his hand?) 
They meet to-night in my poor house. The Duke 
Of Orleans heads them. 

RiCHE. Yes — goon. 

Mar. His highness 

Much questioned if I knew some brave, discreet. 
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And vigilant man, whose tongue could keep a secret, 
And who had those twin qualities for service, 
The love of gold, the hate of Richelieu. 

RiCHE. You ? 

Mar. Made answer, " Yes, my brother " — 

RiCHE. Your brother — 

Mar. " Bold and trusty. 
Whose faith, my faith could pledge." The duke then 

bade me 
Have him equipped and arm'd, well mounted, ready 
This night to post for Italy. 

RiCHE. Aha ! 

Has Bouillon too turn'd traitor ? So, methought ! 
What part of Italy ? 

Mar. The Piedmont frontier, 

Where Bouillon lies encamp'd. 

RiCHE. {rising^ paces nervously up stage). Now there is 
danger, ' , 

Great danger ! If he tamper with the Spaniard, 
And Louis list not to my counsel, as 
Without sure proof he will not, France is lost. 
What more ? {Comes down,) 

Mar. (r.). Dark hints of some design to seize 
Your person in your palace. Nothing clear — 
His highness trembled while he spoke, his words 
Did choke each other ! 

RiCHE. So ! Who is the brother 

You recommended to the duke ? 

Mar. Whoever 

Your eminence may father ! 

Rig HE. Darling Marion ! 

(^Goes to the table and returns with a bag of gold,) 
There ! (Marion shows reluctance to take money?) Pshaw — 

a trifle. 
You will engage to give the duke's despatch 
To whom I send ? 

Mar. Aye, marry I 

RiCHE. {aside), Huguet .^ No, 

He will be wanted elsewhere. Joseph ? Zealous, 
But too well known — too much the elder brother. 
Mauprat ! Alas, it is his wedding-day ! 
Francois ? The man of men ! Unnoted — young. 
Ambitious ! {Strikes bell twice on table,) Francois ! Fran- 
9ois ! 
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Enter FRANgois , l. i e. 

Follow this fair lady. 
Find him the suiting garments, Marion. Take 
My fleetest steed — arm thyself to the teeth ; 
A packet will be given you, with orders — 
No matter what ! The instant that your hand 
Closes upon it, clutch it, like your honor, 
Which death alone can steal, or ravish, — set 
Spurs to your steed — be breathless, till you stand 
Again before me. (FRANgois starts toward l. i e.) Stay, 

sir I (FRANgois returns to c.) You will find me 
Two short leagues hence — yes, at my castle near 
Ruelle. Do you note me, — from the hour 
I grasp that packet, think your guardian star 
Rains fortune on you ! 

FRANg. If I fail — 

RiCHE. Fail — fail? 

In the lexicon of youth, which fate reserves 
For a bright manhood, there is no such word 
h.s/aii/ You will instruct him further, Marion. 

(Marion crosses behind to l. 3 e.) 
Follow her, — but at distance ; speak not to her 
Till you are housed. Farewell, boy I Never say 
''Fair' again. 

FRANg. I will not ! 

RiCHE. {patting his locks). There's my young hero. 

Exeunt FRANgois and Marion through tapestry, l. 3 e. 

Joseph ! (Calling), So they would seize my person in this 

palace. (Calling again.) Joseph? 
I cannot guess their scheme ; but my retinue 
Is here too large ! 

Enter Joseph, l. i e. 

A single traitor could 
Strike impotent the faith of thousands. Joseph, 
Art sure of Huguet ? Think — we hang'd his father ? 
Jos. But you have bought the son — heap'd favors on 

him ! 
RiCHE. (crosses to r.). Trash! Favors past — that's 
nothing. In his hours 
Of confidence with you has he named the favors 
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To come — he counts on ? 

Jos. Yes ; a colonel's rank, and letters of nobility. 

Eater here Huguet C. -D./rom L., as if to address the Cardinal^ 
who does not perceive him.. Hears his name, and glides be- 
hind screen, 

RiCHE. My bashful Huguet ! That can never be ! 
We have him not the less — 'we'W promise it ! 
And see the king withholds ! (Huguet retires to c. d.) 

Yes — we'll count on Huguet. 

Hug. {aside). To thy cost, deceiver. 

Exit stealthily, c. d. to l. 

RiCHE. You are right, this treason 
Assumes a fearful aspect ; but once crush'd, " 
Its very ashes shall manure the soil 
Of power, and ripen such full sheaves of greatness, 
That all the summer of my fate shall seem 
Fruitless beside the autumn 1 

Enter Huguet, c. jy.from l. 

Hug. (l. c). My lord Cardinal, 

Your eminence bade me seek you at this hour. 

RiCHE. Did I ? True, Huguet. So you overheard 
Strange talk amongst these gallants ? Snares and traps 
For Richelieu ? Well, we'll balk them ; let me think, — 
The men-at-arms you head — how many ? 

Hug. Twenty, 

My lord. 

RiCHE. (c). All trusty? 

Hug. Yes, for ordinary 

Occasions ; if for great ones, I would change 
Three-fourths at least. 

RiCHE. Ay, what are great occasions ? 

Hug. Great bribes ! 

RiCHE, {to Joseph). Good lack, he knows some paragons 
Superior to great bribes ! Well ? 

Hug. True gentlemen 

Who have transgressed the laws — and value life 
And lack not gold ; your eminence alone 
Can grant them pardon. Ergo, you can trust them. 

RiCHE. Logic ! So be it — let this honest twenty 
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Be arm'd and mounted. {Aside.) So they meet at midnight, 
The attempt on me to-morrow. {Aloud,) Ere the dawn be 

gray 
All could be arm'd, assembled, and at Ruelle 
In my own hall ? 

Hug. By one hour after midnight. 

RiCHE. The castle's strong. 
They do not strike till morning, 
Yet I will shift the quarter. Bid the grooms 
Prepare the litter — 1 will to Ruelle 
While daylight lasts — and one hour after midnight 
You and your twenty saints shall seek me there. 
You're made to rise ! You are, sir. Eyes of lynx. 
Ears of the stag, a footfall like the snow ; 

(HuGUET bows low.) 
You are a valiant fellow — yea, a trusty, 
Religious, exemplary, incorrupt, 
And precious jewel of a fellow, Huguet ! 
If I live long eno' — ay, mark my words — 
If I live long eno', you'll be a colonel, — 

(Huguet bows lower.) 
Noble, perhaps ! One hour, sir, after midnight. 

Hug. You leave me dumb with gratitude, my lord ; 

(Huguet bows as low as possible,) 
I'll pick the trustiest {aside) Marion's house can furnish. 

Exit Huguet, c. d. to l. 

RiCHE. Good ! All favors, (Richelieu crosses to r.) 

If Frangois be but bold, and Huguet honest. 
Huguet I half suspect — he bow'd too low — 
'Tis not his way. 

Jos. This is the curse, my lord, {coming down l. c.) 

Of your high state ; — suspicion of all men. 

WARN curtain* 

Riche. (r., sadly). True — true; my leeches bribed to 
poisoners ; pages 
To strangle me in sleep. My very king — 
This brain the unresting loom, from which was woven 
The purple of his greatness — leagued against me. 
Old — childless — friendless — broken — all forsake — 
All — all — but — 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



34 RICHELIEU. 

Jos. What? 

RiCHE. The indomitable heart 

Of Armand Richelieu ! 

Jos. And Joseph — 

RiCHE. {after a pause). You — 

Yes, I believe you — yes — for all men fear you — 
And the world loves you not. And I, friend Joseph, 
I am the only man who could, my Joseph, 

RING car taiiu 

Make you a bishop. Come, we'll go to dinner, 
And talk the while of methods to advance — 

(Joseph looks eagerly at the Cardinal s face.) 
Our mother church. (Joseph shows disappointment,) Ah, 
Joseph — Bishop Joseph I 

Exeunt r. i e. 

QUICK CURTAIN. 



ACT III. 

Second Day. — Midnight. 

Scene. — Richelieu's Castle at Ruelle. A Gothic chamber. 
Entrance L. 2 E. ; large window R. 2 E.; curtained recess at 
back, c. Table r. c, with high-backed chair at L. of it. 
Hour-glass, large book, and two candles on table. 



Window. Table. 



Bed. 

' I 1 ' 

Curtained recess containing Bed. 
] O Chair. 



Door. 
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MCX)NLIGHT throocfh win- 
dow^ occasional^ ob- 
scufed« 

LIGHTS half down at rise« 

RiCHE. {discovered^ seated reading^. "In silence, and 
at night, the conscience feels 
That life should soar to nobler ends than power." 
So sayest thou, sage and sober moralist ! 
Ye safe and formal men, 

Who write the deeds, and with unfeverish hand 
Weigh in nice scales the motives of the great. 
Ye cannot know what ye have never tried ! 

Enter Franqois hastily^ l. 2 e., in part disguised, 

RiCHE. {flinging away the book). Philosophy, thou liest ! 
Quick — the despatch I Power — empire ! Boy — the 
packet I 

FRANg. Kill me, my lord. (Kneels,) 

RiCHE. They knew thee — they suspected — 
They gave it not — 

Franq. He gave it — he — the Count 

De Baradas — with his own hand he gave it ! 

RiCHE. Baradas ! Joy ! Out with it ! {Rises,) 

Franq. Listen, 

And then dismiss me to the headsman. 

RiCHE. Ha ! 

Go on. 

Franq. They led me to a chamber — there 
Orleans and Baradas and some half-score 
Whom I know not, were met — 

RiCHE. Not more 1 

FRANg. {rises). But from 

The adjoining chamber broke the din of voices, 
The clattering tread of armed men ; at times 
A shriller cry, that yelPd out, " Death to Richelieu ! " 

RiCHE. Speak not of me : thy country is in danger ! 
Well ? . 

FRANg. Baradas 

Questioned me close — demurred — until, at last, 
O'erruled by Orleans, gave the packet — told me 
That life and death were in the scroll. This gold — 

{Showing it,) 
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RiCHE. Gold is no proof — 

Franq. And Orleans promised thousands, 
When Bouillon's trumpets in the streets of Paris 
Rang out shrill answer. Hastening from the house, 
My footstep in the stirrup, Marion stole 
Across the threshold, whispering, " Lose no moment, 
Ere Richelieu have the packet ; tell him, too, 
Murder is in the winds of night, and Orleans 
Swears ere the dawn the Cardinal shall be clay," 
She said, and trembling fled within ; when, lo ! 
A hand of iron griped me. Thro' the dark 
Gleam'd the dim shadow of an armed man. 
Ere I could draw, the prize was wrested from me. 
And a hoarse voice gasp'd, — " Spy, I spare thee, for 
This steel is virgin to thy Lord ! " With that 
He vanished. Scared and trembling for thy safety, 
I mounted, fled, and, kneeling at thy feet, {Kneels.) 

Implore thee to acquit my faith — but not. 
Like him, to spare my life. 

RiCHE. Who spake of life ? 

I bade thee grasp that treasure as thine honor — 
A jewel, worth whole hecatombs of lives \ 
Begone 1 (FRANgois rises.) Redeem thine honor ! Back 

to Marion — 
Or Baradas — or Orleans. Track the robber — 
Regain the packet — or crawl on to age — 
Age and gray hairs like mine — and know thou hast lost 
That which had made thee great and saved thy country. 
See me not till thou'st bought the right to seek me. 
Away! 

(Franqois is retiring slowly and drooping; Rich- 
elieu looks at hiniy appears to relent^ pats 
him kindly on the shoulder^ and smiles.) 
Nay, cheer thee — thou hast not f ail'd yet — 
There's no such word as " fail " ! 

FRANg. Bless you, my lord, 

For that one smile ! I'll wear it on my heart 
To light me back to triumph. 

Exit, L. 2 E. 

RiCHE. The poor youth 

An elder had asked life. I love the young ! 
For as great men live not in their own time 
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But in the age to come, so in the young my soul 

Makes m^ny Richelieus. He will win it yet. 

Francois! He's gone. (Sits,) My murder 1 Marion's 

warning ! 
This bravo's threat ! O for the morrow's dawn 
I'll set my spies to work — I'll make all space 
(As does the sun) an universal eye. 
Huguet shall track — Joseph confess — ha ! ha ! 
Strange, while I laugh'd I shudder'd, and ev'n now 
Thro' the chill air the beating of my heart 
Sounds like a death-watch by a sick man's pillow. 

NOISE heard outside* 

If Huguet could deceive me. {Rises.) Hoofs without — 
The gates unclose — steps nearer and nearer • 

Enter Julie, l. 2 e. 

Julie. Cardinal ! My father ! {Falls at his feet,) 

RiCHE. Julie at this hour ! — and tears ! 
What ails thee ? {Raises her.) 

Julie. I am safe ; and with thee ! 

RiCHE. Safe ! {Sits.) 

Julie, (c). Why did I love him — clinging to a breast 
That knows no shelter ? Listen. Late at noon — 
The marriage day — e'en then no more a lover — 
He left me coldly. Well, I sought my chamber 
To weep and wonder ; but to hope and dream. 
Sudden a mandate from the king — to attend 
Forthwith his pleasure at the Louvre. 

RiCHE. Ha ! 

You did obey the summons ; and the king 
Reproach'd your hasty nuptials. 

Julie. Were that all ! 

He frown'd and chid ; proclaim'd the bond unlawful ; 
Bade me not quit my chamber in the palace ; 
And there at night — alone — this night — all still — 
He sought my presence — dared — thou read'st the heart, 
Read mine — I cannot speak it 

{Crosses to l. covering her face,) 

RiCHE. {rises and crosses r. c). He a king — 
You — woman ; well, — you yielded ! 

Julie, {returning to l. c). " Yielded," Cardinal — 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



38 RICHELIEU, 

Dare you say " yielded " ? Humbled and abash'd, 
He from the chamber crept — the mighty Louis ; 
Crept like a baffled felon ! Yielded ! Ah ! 
More royalty in woman's honest heart 
Than dwells within the crowned majesty 
And sceptred anger of a hundred kings ! 

RiCHE. (c). To my breast (embraces her) — close — close ! 
The world would never need a Richelieu, if 
Men — bearded, mailed men — the lords of earth — 
Resisted flattery, falsehood, avarice, pride, 
As this poor child, with the dove's innocent scorn. 
Her sex's tempters, vanity and power ! 
He left you — well ! 

Julie. Then came a sharper trial ! 

At the king's suit the Count de Baradas 
Sought me to soothe, to fawn, to flatter, while 
On his smooth lip insult appear' d more hateful 
For the false mask of pity ; letting fall 
Dark hints of treachery. And stung at last 
By my disdain, the dim and glimmering sense 
Of his cloaked words broke into bolder light, 
And then — ah, then my haughty spirit fail'd me ! 
Then I was weak — wept — oh ! such bitter tears ! 
For (turn thy face aside, and let me whisper 
The horror to thine ear) then did I learn 
That he — that Adrien — that my husband — knew 
The king's polluting suit, and deemed it honor/ 
Then glared upon me all the hideous truth, 
Mystery of looks — words — all unravell'd, — and 
I saw the impostor, where I had loved the god ! 

{Crosses to R.) 

RiCHE. I think thou wrong'st thy husband. 

Julie. Did you say " wrong'd " him ? Cardinal, my 
father. 
Did you say " wrong'd " ? Prove it, and life shall grow 
One prayer for thy reward and his forgiveness. 

RiCHE. Let me know all. 

Julie. To the despair he caused 

The courtier left me ; but amid the chaos 
Darted one guiding ray — to 'scape — to fly — 
Reach Adrien, learn the worst. 'Twas then near mid-" 

night . 
Trembling, I left my chamber — sought the queen — 
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Fell at her feet — reveal'd the unholy peril — 
Implored her aid to flee our joint disgrace. 

WORK o£f moonlight* 

Moved, she embraced and soothed me ; nay, preserved. 

Her word sufficed to unlock the palace gates. 

I hasten'd home, but home was desolate — 

No Adrien there ! Fearing the worst, I fled 

To thee, directed hither. As my wheels 

Paused at thy gates, the clang of arms behind — 

The ring of hoofs — 

RiCHE. 'Twas but my guards, fair trembler. {Aside.) 

So Huguet keeps his word, my omens wrong'd him. 

(Crosses to L.) 
Julie. Oh, in one hour what years of anguish crowd ! 
RiCHE. Nay, there's no danger now. Thou needest 
rest. 
Come, thou shalt lodge beside me. Tush ! be cheer'd, 

{Goes to table and takes candles,) 
My rosiest Amazon — thou wrongest thy Theseus. 

{Beckons Julie to him,) 
All will be well yet ; yet all well. 

Exeunt through recess at back^ drawing curtains after them. 

UGHTSalldowiu 

Enter Huguet and De Mauprat, in complete armor^ his 
vizor down^ L. 2 E. 

Hug. (l. €.). Not here ! 

De Mau. (l.). Oh, I will find him, fear not. Hence, and 
guard {Crosses to c.) 

The galleries where the menials sleep — plant sentries 
At every outlet. Chance should throw no shadow 
Between the vengeance and the victim ! Go ! {Crosses to r.) 

Hug. Will you not need 

A second arm ? 

De Mau. To slay one weak old man ? 

Away ! No lesser wrongs than mine can make 
This murder lawful. Hence ! {Goes to r. corner front,) 

Huguet. A short farewell ! 



Exit Huguet, l. 2 e. 
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Se-enter Richelieu, /r(7» recess^ not perceiving V>^ Mauprat. 

RiCHE. How heavy is the air ! 

The very darkness lends itself to fear — 
To treason — {About to sit at l. of table) 

De Mau. {down r.). And to death ! 

RiCHE. My omens lied not ! 
What art thou, wretch ? 

De Mau. Thy doomsman ! 

RiCHE. Ho, my guards ! 

Huguet ! Montbrassil ! Vermont ! 

De Mau. (c, down stage). Ay, thy spirits 

Forsake thee, wizard ; thy bold men of mail 
Are my confederates. Stir not ! But one step. 
And know thy next — thy grave. {Seizes Richelieu's arm) 

RiCHE. {shaking him off). Thou liest, knave ! 

I am old — most feeble — but thou liest ! 
Armand de Richelieu dies not by the hand 
Of man — the stars have said it. Call them all — 
Thy brother butchers ! Earth has no such fiend — 
No — not one parricide of his father-land, 
Who dares in Richelieu murder France 1 

De Mau. Thy stars deceive thee. Cardinal ; 
Mark ! In his hot youth, a soldier, urged to crime 
Against the State, placed in your hands his life ; 
You did not strike the blow, but, o'er his head, 
Upon the gossamer thread of your caprice. 
Hovered the axe. 
One day you summoned — mocked him with smooth 

pardon — 
Showered wealth upon him — bade an angel's face 
Turn earth to paradise. 

RiCHE. Well I 

De Mau. Was this mercy ? 

A Caesar's generous vengeance ? Cardinal, no ! 
Judas, not Caesar, was the model ! You 
Saved him from death for shame ; 
A kind convenience — a Sir Pandarus 
To his own bride and the august adulterer I 
Then did the first great law of human hearts. 
Which with the patriot's, not the rebel's, name 
Crowned the first Brutus, when the Tarquin fell. 
Make misery royal — raise this desperate wretch 
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Into thy destiny ! Expect no mercy. 

Behold De Mauprat ! {Lifts his visor,) 

RiCHE. To thy knees, and crawl 

For pardon ; or, I tell thee, thou shalt live 
JFor such remorse, that, did I hate thee, I 
"Would bid thee strike, that I might be avenged ! 
It was to save my Julie from the king, 
That in thy valor I forgave thy crime ; 
It was, when thou — the rash and ready tool — 
Yea, of that shame thou loath'st — did^st leave thy hearth 
To the polluter — in these arms thy bride 
Did find the shelter which thine own withheld. 

{Goes up to curtain ; De Mauprat crosses to l.) 
Julie de Mauprat — Julie ! 

Enter Julie from recess ; Richelieu leads her down, 

Lo, my witness ! {Sits l. of table,) 

De Mau. What marvel's this? I dream. My Julie — 
thou ! {Drops his sword,) 

Julie (c). Henceforth all bond 
Between us twain is broken. Were it not 
For this old man, I might, in truth, have lost 
The right — now mine — to scorn thee ! 

RiCHE. So, you hear her ? 

De Mau. Thou with some slander hast her sense in- 
fected ! 

Julie. No, sir, he did excuse thee ; 'twas thy friend. 
Thy confidant — familiar — Baradas — 
Himself revealed thy baseness. {Crosses down r.) 

De Mau. Baseness! 

RiCHE. {rises and crosses to c). Ay ; 

That thou didst court dishonor. 

De Mau. Baradas! 

Where is thy thunder, heaven ? Duped I Snared ! Undone ! 
Thou — thou could'st not believe him ! Thou dost love me. 

{Kneels to Julie.) 

Julie. Love you I did ; how fondly. 
Woman — if women were my listeners now — 
Alone could tell ! Forever fled my dream. 
Farewell — all's over. {Goes to Richelieu, who stops her.) 

RiCHE. Nay, my daughter, these 

Are but the blinding mists of daybreak love 
Sprung from its very light, and heralding 
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A noon of rosy summer. Take her hand 

And speak the truth, with which your heart runs over — , 

That this Count Judas — this incarnate falsehood — 

Never lied more, than when he told thy Julie 

That Adrien loved her not ; except, indeed, 

When he told Adrien Julie could betray him. 

Julie {embracing De Mauprat, who rises and crosses to 
her^ R. c). You love me, then — you love me ! And they 
wrong' d you ! 

De Mau. Ah, could'st thou doubt it ? 

RiCHE. Why, the very mole 

Less blind than thou ! Baradas loves thy wife ; 
Had hoped her hand — aspired to be that cloak 
To the king's will, which to thy bluntness seems 
The Centaur's poisonous robe ; hopes even now 
To make thy corpse his footstool to thy bed 1 
Where was thy wit, man ? Ho, these schemes are glass — 
The very sun shines through them. 

De Mau. O, my lord, 

Can you forgive ? (Kneels.) 

RiCHE. Ay, and save you 1 

De Mau. Save ! 

Terrible word ! O, save thyself. (Rises^ snatching up sword.) 

These halls 
Swarm with thy foes ; already for thy blood 
Pants thirsty Murder ! 

Julie. Murder ! 

RiCHE. Hush 1 Put by 

The woman. Hush ! a shriek — a cry — a breath 
Too loud may stir the avalanche and whelm us all. 
Go to the door, and listen ! (Julie crosses to l.) 

Now for escape ! 

De Mau. None — none ! {Crosses to l.) Their blades 
shall pass 
This heart to thine. 

RiCHE. {dryly). An honorable outwork. 
But much too near the citadel. I think 
That I can trust you now. {Sloivly^ and gazing on him) 

Yes, I can trust you. 
How many of my troop league with you ? 

De Mau. All ! 

We are your troop ! 

RiCHE. And Huguet ? 
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De Mau. Is our captain. 

RiCHE. A retributive power ! This comes of spies ! 
All ? Then the lion's skin's too short to-night, 

Now for the fox's ! 

FCX)TSTEPS and mttmittr L. 2 £• 

Julie. A hoarse, gathering murmur ! 

Hurrying and heavy footsteps ! 

RiCHE. Ha, the posterns ? 

De Mau. No egress where no sentry ! 

RiCHE. Follow me — 

I have it ! To my chamber — quick ! Come, Julie ! 
Hush ! Mauprat, come ! 

CRY outside, ^Death to the Cardinal^ 

Bloodhounds, I laugh at ye I Ha 1 ha ! We will 
Baffle them yet. Ha ! ha ! 

Exeunt Julie, Mauprat, Richelieu, through recess^ c. 

Hug. (without^ l.). This way — this way! 

Enter Huguet, and Conspirators in armory l. 2 e. Part 
cross to R., part remain near door l. 

Hug. (r. c). De Mauprat's hand is never slow in battle ; 
Strange, if it falter now ! Ha ! gone I 

FirSt Cons. Perchance 

The fox had crept to rest, and to his lair 
Death, the dark hunter, tracks him. 

Enter Mauprat, c, throwing open the curtains of the recess^ in 
which is a bed^ whereon Richelieu lies extended, 

De Mau. Live the king ! 

Richelieu is dead. {Coming down c.) 

Hug. You have been long. 

WARN ctirtaim 

De Mau. I watch'd him till he slept. 

Heed me — no trace of blood reveals the deed ; 
Strangled in sleep. His health hath long been broken — 
Found breathless in his bed. So runs our tale. 
Remember ! Back to Paris — Orleans gives 
Five thousand crowns, and Baradas a lordship 
To him who first gluts vengeance with the news 
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That Richelieu is in heaven ! Quick, that all France 
May share your joy. 

All. Away] away! 

Hug. And you ? 

De Mau. Will stay to crush eager suspicion, prepare 
The rites, and place him on his bier — this my task. 
I leave to you, sirs, the more grateful lot 
Of wealth and honors. Hence ! 

{The Conspirators on r. cross to l. ; those l. move 
towards l. 2 E.) 

Hug. I shall be noble ! {Crosses to l.) 

De Mau. Away ! 

First Cons. Five thousand crowns ! 

Omnes. To horse ! To horse ! 

Exeunt Conspirators, l. 2 e. 

LIGHTS ttp* 

RING cttftam* 

As they all go out Julie enters /r^wi recess^ and with De Mau- 
prat goes to Richelieu, whom they assist to his feet. As 
Julie falls in the Cardinal* s arms, De Mauprat, with 
sword in hand, falls at his feet. 

RiCHE. Bloodhounds, I laugh at you ! 
QUICK CURTAIN. 



ACT IV. 

Third Day. 

Scene. — The Gardens of the Louvre. Garden flat in fifth 
groove. Balustrade crossing stage with platform behind it 
Set vases r. and l. up stage. Garden-seat l. c. 

Enter l. 3 e. Orleans, De Beringhen and four Courtiers, 
meeting Baradas, who enters, r. i e. King^s pages dis- 
covered lying on steps and ground. 

LIGHTS full tip at ^Asc. 

Orl. (r. c). How does my brother bear the Cardinal's 
death ? 
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Barad. (r.). With grief, when thinking of the toils of 
State ; 
With joy, when thinking on the eyes of Julie. 
At times he sighs, " Who now shall govern France ? " 
Anon exclaims, " Who now shall baffle Louis ? " 

Page {announcing). The king. 

Enter Louis, Clermont, and Courtiers, r. on platform. 
All uncover, 

Orl. (r. c). Now, my liege, now, I can embrace a brother. 

Louis (l. c). Dear Gaston, yes. (Crosses to c.) I do 
believe you love me. 
Richelieu denied it — severed us too long. 
A great man, Gaston ! Who shall govern France ? 

Barad. (r.). Yourself, my liege. That swart and potent 
star 
Eclipsed your royal orb. He serv'd the country. 
But did he serve or seek to sway the king ? 

Louis. You're right. He was most disloyal in that mar- 
riage. 
He knew that Julie pleased me — a clear proof 
He never loved me ! 

Barad. Oh, most clear. But now 
No bar between the lady and your will ! 
This writ makes all secure ; a week or two 
In the Bastile will sober Mauprat's love, 
And leave him eager to dissolve a Hymen 
That brings him such a home. 

Louis. See to it, Count, 

Exit Baradas, r. I e. 

I'll summon Julie back. Messires, a word with you. 

{Takes aside Orleans and De Beringhen, and 
passes^ conversing with them, through the gar^ 
dens^ L. I E. Clermont and Courtiers in 
the same direction, L. 2 e. 

Enter Franqois, r. 2 e. 

Franq. All search as yet in vain for Mauprat ! Not 
At home since yesternoon — a soldier told me 
He saw him pass this way with hasty strides ; 
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Should he meet Baradas, they'd rend it from him — 
And then I Oh, no, sweet Fortune smile upon me ! 
I am thy son — if thou desert*st me now {looking about L.), 
Come death and shield me from disgrace. {Crosses l.) 

Enter De Mauprat, c. from r. 

De Mau. (c). Oh, let me — 
Let me but meet him foot to foot — 1*11 dig 
The Judas from his heart ; — albeit the king 
Should o'er him cast the purple ! 

FkANg. (l.). Mauprat! Hold! 
Where is the — 

De Mau. Well ! What wouldst thou ? 

Franq. The despatch ! 

The packet. Look on me — I serve the Cardinal — 
You know me. Did you not keep the guard last night 
By Marion's house ? 

De Mau. I did — no matter now ! 

They told me he was here I {Crosses to L.) 

FRANg. O joy ! Quick — quick — 
The packet thou didst wrest from me ? 

De Mau. The packet ? 

What, art thou he I deem'd the Cardinal's spy? 

Franq. The same — restore it — haste ! 

De Mau. I have it not ! 

Franq. Not ! 

De Mau. Methought it but reveaPd our scheme to 
Richelieu, 
And, as we mounted, gave it to — 

Enter Baradas, r. i e. 

Stand back ! 
Now, villain ! Now — I have thee ! 

(r^ Franqois.) Hence, sir! (TJ? Baradas.) Drawl 
Franq. Art mad ? The king's at hand ! Leave him to 
Richelieu ! 
Speak — the despatch — to whom — 

De Mau. {dashing him aside, crosses to C, and rushing to 
Baradas). Thou triple slanderer ! {Draws) 

I'll set my heel upon thy crest ! 

(Baradas draws. They fight round; Mauprat 
to R., Baradas to l.) 
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Franq. (upc). Fly— fly! The king ! 

(Crosses to R.) 

Enter Louis, Orleans,^ De Beringhen, Courtiers, etc,^ 
L. u. E. ; the Guards hastily^ k. 

Louis (l. c.)- Swords drawn — before our very palace I 
Have our laws died with Richelieu? 

Barad. (l.). Pardon, sire — 
My crime but self-defence. {Aside to King.) It is De 

Mauprat ! 
Louis. Dare he thus brave us ? 

{Sits on garden-seat^ L. c. Baradas goes to the 

Guardy and gives the writ, R. Orleans and 

De Bering hen down l. ; Pages behind the 

King.) 

De Mau. (r. c). Sire, in the Cardinal's name — 

Barad. Seize him — disarm — to the Bastile ! 

(De Mauprat seized^ struggles with the Guard, 
Franqois restlessly endeavoring to pacify and 
speak to him,) 

MUSIC for Cardinals entrance* 

Enter ^« platform from \..,four Arquebusiers, three Pages, 
Richelieu, Joseph, six Arquebusiers. 

All. The Cardinal ! (Richelieu down c.) 

Barad. The dead 

Returned to life ! (Joseph goes down stage to r.) 

Louis. What, a mock death ! This tops 

The infinite of insult. 

De Mau. {breaking from Guards'), Priest and hero ! 
For you are both — protect the Truth 1 
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RiCHE. {taking the writ from Guard), What's this ? 
De Berin. (aside). Fact in philosophy. Foxes have 
got 
Nine lives, as well as cats ! 

Barad. (crosses to R. of Louis). Be firm, my liege. 
Louis. I have assumed the sceptre — I will wield it! 

(Rises and crosses to c.) 
Jos. The tide runs counter — there'll be shipwreck some- 
where. 

(Baradas and Orleans keep close to the King, 
whispering and prompting him when Riche- 
lieu speaks.) 
RiCHE. (r. c). High treason, Faviaux ! Still that stale 
pretence ! 
My liege, bad men (ay, Count, most knavish men !) 
Abuse your royal goodness. For this soldier, 
France hath none braver, and his youth's hot folly. 
Misled — by whom your highness (to Orleans) may con- 
jecture ! — 
Is long since cancell'd by a loyal manhood. 
I, sire, have pardoned him. 

Louis. And we do give 

Your pardon to the winds. (Orleans, Baradas, Cour- 
tiers, all exult, and gather about Louis.) Sir, do your 
duty ! (To Captain.) 

RiCHE. What, sire? You do not know — Oh, pardon 
me. 
You know not yet, that this brave, honest heart 
Stood between mine and murder ! Sire, for my sake — 
For your old servant's sake — undo this wrong. 
See, let me rend the sentence. (About to tear ii) 

Louis. At your peril ! 

(Takes writ from him, and gives it to the Captain.) 
This is too much. Again, sir, do your duty 1 

(Courtiers, delighted, gather round Louis as con- 
gratulating with eager joy. Officers and 
four Archers cross to l. u. e.) 
RiCHE. Speak not, but go. I would not see young valor 
So humbled as gray service ! 

De Mau. Fare you well : 

Save Julie, and console her. (Richelieu crosses to Joseph.) 

FRANg. (aside to Mauprat). The despatch ! 
Your fate, foes, life, hang on a word I — to whom ? 
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De Mau. To Huguet. 
Franq. Hush 1 

Exeunt Mauprat, Captain, and Guards r. u. e. 

Barad. {asidCy going to Franqois up r.). Has he the 

packet ? 
FRANg. He will not reveal. {Aside.) Work brain, beat 

heart. " There is no such word as fail." 

Exit FRANgois, r. u. e. Baradas advances and stands left 
of Louis. 

RiCHE. (r. c,^ fiercely). Room, my lords, room ! The min- 
ister of France 
Can need no intercession with the king. 

{They fall back to the L.) 
Louis. What means this false report of death. Lord 

Cardinal ? 
RiCHE. Are you then anger'd, sire, that I live still ? 
Louis. No ; but such artifice — 

RiCHE. Not mine. Look elsewhere ! 

Louis — my castle swarm'd with the assassins. 
Barad. {advancing, l.). We have punished them already. 
Huguet now lies 
In the Bastile. Oh ! my lord, we were prompt 
To avenge you, we were — 

RiCHE. We? Ha! ha! You hear. 

My liege ! What page, man, in the last court grammar 
Made you a plural ? Count, you have seized the hireling : 
Sire, shall I name the master ? 

(Baradas crosses to Orleans, l.) 
Louis. Enough ! {Turns l.) 

Your eminence must excuse a longer audience. 
To your own palace. For our conference, this 
Nor place — nor season. 

RiCHE. (c). Good, my liege, iox Justice 
All place a temple, and all season summer ! 
Do you deny me justice ? (Louis turns from him,) Saints 

of Heaven I 
He turns from me ! Do you deny me Justice ? 

(Louis turns bcuk^ 
For fifteen years, while in these hands dwelt Empire, 
The humblest craftsman — the obscurest vassal — 
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The very leper shrinking from the sun 

Tho' loathed by charity might ask for justice ! 

Not with the fawning tone and crawling mien 

Oi some I see around you — counts and princes — 

Kneeling ior favors; but, erect and loud, 

As men who ask man*s rights 1 My liege, my Louis, 

Do you refuse me justice — audience even — 

In the pale presence of the baffled murder ? 

Louis (l. c). Lord Cardinal — one by one you have 
severed from me 
The bonds of human love. All near and dear 
Marked out for vengeance, exile, or the scaffold. 
You find me now amidst my trustiest friends, 
My closest kindred — you would tear them from me ; 
They murder you forsooth, since me they love. 
Enough of plots and treasons for one reign ! 
Home ! Home I {Crosses r.) And sleep away these phan- 
toms! 

(Courtiers all cross behind to r., Orleans and 
Baradas lastj) 

RiCHE. Sire ! 

I — patience, Heaven ! sweet Heaven I — Sire, from the 

foot 
Of that great throne, these hands have raised aloft 
On an Olympus, looking down on mortals 
And worshipp'd by their awe — before the foot 
Of that high throne, spurn you the gray-hair'd man 
Who gave you empire, and now sues for safety ? 

Louis. No. When we see your eminence in truth 
At the foot of the throne we'll listen to you. 

Ezeant Louis and Courtiers, r. i e. ; Orleans and Bara- 
das going last 

Orl. (as he goes out). Saved ! 

Barad. For this deep thanks to Julie and to Mauprat ! 

RiCHE. (c). Joseph ; did you hear the king ? 

Jos. (r. c). I did, — there's danger ! 

RiCHE. I \yill accuse these traitors ! 
Fran9ois shall witness that De Baradas 
Gave him the secret missive for De Bouillon, 
And told him life and death were in the scroll. 
I will — I will — 
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Jos. Tush I Fran9ois is your creature ; 
So they will say, and laugh at you ! Your witness 
Must be that same despatch. 

RiCHE. Away to Marion ! 

Jos. I have been there — she is seized — removed — 
By the count's orders. 

RiCHE. Goddess of bright dreams, 
My country, shalt thou lose me now, when most 
Thou needs*t thy worshipper ! My native land, 
Let me but ward this dagger from thy breast. 
And die but on thy bosom. 

Enter Julie, r. 3 e. 

Julie (/// c). Heaven ! I thank thee ! 

It cannot be, or this all-powerful man 
Would not stand idly thus. (Crosses down L.) 

Riche. (c). What dost thou here 1 

Home! 

Julie. Home ! Is Adrien there ? You're dumb — yet 
strive 
For words ; I see them trembling on your lip, 
But choked by pity. It was truth — all truth ! 
Seized — the Bastile, and in your presence too ! 
Cardinal, where is Adrien ? Think — he saved 
Your life ! Your name is infamy, if wrong 
Should come to his ! 

Riche. Be sooth'd, child. 

Julie. Child no more. 

I love, and I am woman 1 
Answer me but one word — I am a wife — 
I ask thee for my home — my fate — my all ! 
Where is my husband ? 

Riche. You ask me for your husband ? 

{Poititing off K., up stage.) 
There — where the clouds of heaven look darkest, o'er 
The domes of the Bastile ! 

Julie. O, mercy ! mercy ! 

Save him, restore him, father ! Art thou not 
The Cardinal-king — the lord of life and death — 
Art thou not Richelieu ? 

Riche. Yesterday I was ! 

To-day, a very weak old man ! To-morrow, 
I know not what ! {Crosses l., and sits on garden-seat^ 
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Julie {to Joseph, l.). Do you conceive his meaning ? 
Alas ! I cannot. 

Jos. The king is chafed 

Against his servant. Lady, while we speak, 
The lackey of the ante-room is not 
More powerless than the minister of France. {Goes up l.) 

Enter Clermont, r. i e. 

Clerm. Pardon, your eminence — even now I seek 
This lady's home, commanded by the king 
To pray her presence. 

Julie {falling on her knees and clinging to Richelieu). 
Think of my dead father ! 
Think, how, an infant, clinging to your knees. 
And looking to your eyes, the wrinkled care 
Fled from your brow before the smile of childhood. 
Fresh from the dews of heaven ! Think of this, 
And take me to your breast. 

{Throws her arms around his neck) 

RiCHE. {rises with Julie clinging to him). To those who 
sent you. 
And say you found the virtue they would slay 
Here — couch'd upon this heart, as at an altar. 
And sheltered by the wings of sacred Rome ! 
Begone ! 

Clerm. (r.). My lord, I am your friend and servant — 
Misjudge me not ; but never yet was Louis 
So roused against you. Shall I take this answer } 
It were to be your foe. 

RiCHE. (c). All time my foe, 

If I, a priest, could cast this holy sorrow 
Forth from her last asylum ! 

Clerm. He is lost ! {JvhiE faints on Richelieu's hreasl) 

Exit Clermont, r. i e. 
RicHE. God help thee, child! She hears not! Look 
upon her ! 

(Joseph comes doivn l., and receives Julie in fits 
arms from Richelieu.) 
The storm that rends the oak, uproots the flower. 
Her father loved me so — and in that age 
When friends are brothers ! She has been to me 
Soother, nurse, plaything, daughter. Are these tears ? 
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Oh ! shame, shame ! — dotage ! 

{He assists to put Julie on seat at l. She revives^ 

Jos. Tears are not for eyes 

That rather need the lightning. The despatch ! 
Set every spy to work ; the morrow's sun 
Must see that written treason in your hands, 
Or rise upon your ruin. 

RiCHE. Ay — and close 

Upon my corpse ! I am not made to live — 
Friends, glory, France, all reft from me ; my star, 
Like some vain holiday mimicry of fire, 
Piercing imperial heaven, and falling down, 
Rayless and blackened, to the dust — a thing 
For all men's feet to trample ! Yea — to-morrow, 
Triumph or death ! (To Julie.) Look up, child ! {Assists 
her to rise.) Lead us, Joseph. 

They go up c, Richelieu leaning on Joseph and Julie ; as 
they reach platform c, enter Baradas and De Bering- 
hen, R. I E. Richelieu turns. 

Barad. My lord, the king cannot believe your eminence 
So far forgets your duty and his greatness 
As to resist his mandate ! Pray you, madam. 
Obey the king — no cause for fear ! 

Julie (l. c. on steps). My father ! 

RiCHE. (c. on steps). She shall not stir 1 

Barad. (r.). You are not of her kindred — 

An orphan — 

RiCHE. Then her country is her mother ! 

Barad. The country is the king I 

RiCHE. Ay, is it so ? 

{Leaves Julie, and comes down c, ; she follows^ 
Then wakes the power which in the age of iron 
Burst forth to curb the great and raise the low. 
Mark, where she stands ! Around her form I draw 
The awful circle of our solemn church ! (Julie kneels,) 

Set but a foot within that holy ground. 
And on thy head — yea, though it wore a crown — 
I launch the curse of Rome ! 

(Baradas and De Beringhen take off their hats 
and kneel ; Joseph raises his hands rever- 
ently^ 

Barad. I dare not brave you ! 
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I do but speak the orders of my king. 
The church, your rank, your very word, my lord. 
Suffice you for resistance. Blame yourself, 
If it should cost you power ! 

RiCHE. That my stake. Ah ! 

Dark gamester ! what is thine ? Look to it well \ 
Lose not a trick. By this same hour to-morrow 
Thou shalt have France, or I thy head ! 

Barad. {aside to De Beringhen). He cannot 
Have the despatch } 

WARN ctiftain* 

De Berin. No ; were it so, your stake 
Were lost already. 

Jos. (aside^ behind on Richelieu's r.). Patience! Pa- 
tience ! 
Reflect you have not the despatch I 

Riche. Monk! monk! 
Leave patience to the saints — for /am human ! 

Barad. (aside). He wanders ! 

Riche. (raises Julie). So cling close unto my breast; 
Did not thy father die for France, poor orphan. 
I am very feeble — of little use it seems to any now. 
Well, well — we will go home. 

(Moves up stage with Julie ^;^^ Joseph.) 

Barad. In sooth, my lord. 

You do need rest — the burthens of the state 
O'ertask your health ! 

Riche. (to Joseph). See, I'm patient. 

Barad. (aside). His mind 

And life are breaking fast ! 

Riche. (overhearing him and turning quickly on steps). 
Irreverent ribald I 
If so, beware the falling ruins ! Hark ! 
I tell thee, scorner of these whitening hairs. 
When this snow inelteth there shall come a flood ! 

RING curtain* 

Avaunt ! My name is Richelieu — I defy thee ! 
Walk blindfold on ; behind thee stalks the headsman. 
Ha ! ha ! How pale he is ! Heaven save my country! 

(Fails back in Joseph's arms; tableau and) 

SLOW CURTAIN. 
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ACT V. 

Fourth Day. 

Scene. — The king^s closet at the Louvre. A suite of rooms in 
perspective^ r. side. Doors r. l. and c. in flat ; doors r. 
and L. of scene. Large throne chair on r. ; long couch l. ; 
two covered tables r. and l. up stage. 

Discovered^ Orleans and Baradas. 

Barad. {down l.). All smiles ! The Cardinars swoon 
of yesterday 
Heralds his death to-day. 

All smiles ! And yet, should this accursed De Mauprat 
Have given our packet to another ! 'Sdeath ! 
I dare not think of it ! 

Orl. (r.). YouVe sent to search him ? 

Barad. Sent, sir, to search ? — that hireling hands may 
find 
Upon him, naked, with its broken seal. 
That scroll, whose every word is death ! No — no — 
These hands alone must clutch that awful secret. 
I dare not leave the palace, night or day. 
While Richelieu lives — his minions — creatures — spies — 
Not one must reach the king ! 

Orl. What hast thou done ? 

Barad. Summon'd De Mauprat hither } 

Orl. Could this Huguet, 

Who prayed thy presence with so fierce a fervor. 
Have thieved the scroll } 

Barad. Huguet was housed with us, 

The very moment we dismiss'd the courier ; 
It cannot be ! A stale trick for reprieve. 
But, to make sure, IVe sent our trustiest friend 
To see and sift him. (Page, outside^ announces " The King.^^) 
Hist ! Here comes the king. 

'Bsit^Tfour Pages, Louis, ^«^ Courtiers, c.from r. Cour- 
tiers mostly remain up stage. Orleans goes to l. c. ; 
some of the Courtiers crowd around him. 

How fare you, sire ? 
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Louis (c). In the same mind, my lords, I have 
Decided ! Yes, he would forbid your presence. 
My brother, yours, my friend ; then Julie, too, 
Thwarts, braves, defies. {Suddenly turning to Baradas.) We 

make you minister. 
Gaston, for you — the baton of our armies. 
You love me, do you not ? 

Orl. Oh, love you, sire ? 

Never so much as now. 

Barad. May I deserve 

Your trust {aside) until you sign your abdication ! {Aloud) 
My liege, but one way left to daunt De Mauprat 
And Julie to divorce. ' We must prepare 
The death-writ ; what, tho' signed and seaPd, we can 
Withhold the enforcement. 

Louis (c). Ah, you may prepare it ; 

We need not urge it to effect. 

Barad. (l.). Exactly! 

No haste, my liege. {Going to table r. Aside,) He may 
live one hour longer. 

Enter Clermont through l. c. 

Clerm. The lady Julie, sire, implores an audience. 
Louis. Aha ! repentant of her folly ! Well, 
Admit her. 

Exit Clermont, l. c. 

Barad. Sire, she comes for Mauprat's pardon. 
And the conditions — 

Louis. You are minister. 

We leave to you our answer. {Goes up R.; 

Enter the Governor, r. i e. , and whispers to Baradas. 

Cover. The Chevalier 

De Mauprat waits below. 

Barad. {aside). Now the despatch ! 

Exit 7vith Officer, r. i e. 

Enter Julie, l. c, led by Clermont, who Joins Courtiers. 

Julie (l. c). My liege, you sent for me. I come where 
grief 
Should come when guiltless, while the name of king 
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Is holy on the earth ! Here, at the feet (kneels) 
Of power, I kneel for mercy. 

Louis (c). Mercy, Julie (raises her)^ 

Is an affair of state. The Cardinal should 
In this be your interpreter. 

Julie. Alas ! 

I know not if that mighty spirit now 
Stoops to the things of earth. Nay, while I speak, 
Perchance he hears the orphan by the throne 
Where kings themselves need pardon. O, my liege, 
Be father to the fatherless ; in you 
Dwells my last hope ! 

Enter Baradas, r. i e. 

Barad. (aside). He has not the despatch ; 
Smiled, while we search'd, and braves me — oh 1 

(Goes to table^ r.) 
Louis (gently). What would *st thou? 
Julie (l. c). A single life. You reign o'er millions. 
What 
Is one man's life to you } And yet to me 
Tis France, 'tis earth, 'tis everything ! A life, — 
A human life — my husband's. (Kneels?) 

Louis (aside to Baradas). Speak to her. 

(Louis walks up stage and joins Courtiers, who 
all bow round him; Orleans and rest of 
Courtiers also go up,) 
I am not marble ; give her hope — or — 

Barad. (c). Madam (she rises), 

Vex not your king, whose heart, too soft for justice. 
Leaves to his ministers that solemn charge. 
Julie (l. c). You were his friend. 
Barad. I was before I loved thee. 
Julie. Loved me ! 

Barad. Hush, Julie : could'st thou misinterpret (leading 
her forward) 
My acts, thoughts, motives, nay, my very words, 
Here — in this palace ? 

Julie. Now I know I'm mad, 

Even that memory fail'd me. 

Barad. I am young, 

Well-born, and brave as Mauprat ; for thy sake 
I^eril what he has not — fortune — power — 
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All to great souls most dazzling. I alone 
Can save thee from yon tyrant, now my puppet. 
Be mine ; annul the mockery of this marriage, 
And on the day I clasp thee to my breast, 
De Mauprat shall be free. 

Julie. Thou durst not speak 

Thus in his ear. {Pointing to Louis who is pacing back and 
fonvard with Orleans.) Thou double traitor! — 
tremble. 
I will unmask thee. 

Barad. I will say thou ravest. 

And see this scroll. Its letters shall be blood ! 
Go to the king, count with me word for word {goes to tahky r.) ; 
And while you pray the life, I write the sentence. 

Julie. Stay, stay. {Rushing to the King, ivho comes from 
the circle to c). You have a kind, a princely heart, 
Tho' sometimes it is silent. You were born 
To power — it has not flushed you into madness, 
As it doth meaner men. Banish my husband — 
Dissolve our marriage — cast me to that grave 
Of human ties, where hearts congeal to ice. 
In the dark convent's everlasting winter — 
Surely enough for justice — hate — revenge — 
But spare this life, thus lonely, scathed and bloomless ; 
And when thou stand'st for judgment on thine own. 
The deed shall shine beside thee as an angel. 

Louis (r. c, much affected). Go, go to Baradas; annul thy 
marriage, 
And — 

Julie (l. c, anxiously^ and watching his countenance). Be 
his bride ! 

Louis. A form — a mere decorum. 
Thou know'st I love thee. 

The King goes up the stage^ and exit through the suite of 
rooms ^ R. c, /// evident confusion^ followed by Orleans, 
<f/r., and Courtiers. 

Julie. O thou sea of shame. 

And not one star. 

Barad. (l.). Well, thy election, Julie ; 

This hand — his grave ! 

Julie (r.). His grave ! And I — 
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Barad. Can save him. 

Swear to be mine. 

Julie. That were a bitterer death ! 

A vaunt, thou tempter ! I did ask his life 
A boon, and not the barter of dishonor. 
The heart can break, and scorn you ; wreak your malice. 
Adrien and I will leave you this sad earth. 
And pass together hand in hand to Heaven ! 

Barad. You have decided. 

{Goes to L. I E., beckons Captain of Guards whis- 
pers to him, and sends him off again.) 
Listen to me, lady ; 
I am no base intriguer. I adored thee 
From the first glance of those inspiring eyes ; 
With thee entwined ambition, hope, the future. 
I will not lose thee ! I can place thee nearest — 
Ay, to the throne — nay, on the throne, perchance ; 
My star is at its zenith. Look upon me ; 
Hast thou decided ? 

Julie. No, no ; you can see 

How weak I am ; be human, sir — one moment. 

'RkRxiyA.s stamps his foot; De Mauprat enters l. i %,^ guarded 
by Captain and archers, 

Barad. {to c). Behold thy husband ! 

(Julie crosses to him.) 
Shall he pass to death. 
And know thou could'st have saved him ? 

Julie (l. c). Adrien, speak ! 

But say you wish to live ! If not your wife, 
Your slave — do with me as you will ? 

De Mau. (l.). Oh, think, my Julie, 
Life, at the best, is short, but love immortal ! 

Barad. {taking Jvlie' s hand). Ah, loveliest — 

Julie. Go. {Crosses r.) That touch has made me iron. 
IVe have decided — death ! 

Barad. {to De Mauprat). Now, say to whom 
Thou gavest the packet, and thou yet shalt live. 

De Mau. I'll tell thee nothing ! 

Barad. Hark, — the rack I 

De Mau. Thy penance 

Forever, wretch ! What rack is like the conscience ? 

Barad. {giving the writ to the officer^ l.). Hence, to the 
headsman. 
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HuissiER {announces). His eminence the Cardinal, Duke 
de Richelieu. 

Enter Richelieu, pale and feeble^ attended by Gentlemen, 
Pages, etc, ; Joseph, followed by three Secretaries of 
State, attended by Sub-Secretaries with papers^ etc., c. 
from L. 

Julie {rushing to Richelieu). You live — you live— 

and Adrien shall not die ! 
RiCHE. (c). Not if an old man's prayers', himself near 
death. 
Can aught avail thee, daughter ! Count, you now 

(Baradas goes to table L., and signs the warrant) 
Hold what I held on earth. One boon, my lord. 
This soldier's life. 

Barad. The stake — my head ! You said it. 

I cannot lose one trick. Remove your prisoner. 

Julie. No ! No ! {Crosses to De Mauprat.) 

Enter Louis, Courtiers, and four Pages, /r^/« the rooms, r. c. 

Riche. (to Officer). Stay, sir, one moment. {To the 
King.) My good liege, 
Your worn-out servant, willing, sire, to spare you 
Some pain of conscience, would forestall your wishes. 
I do resign my office. {All start.) 

De Mau. (l.). You? 

Julie (l. c). All's over ! 

Riche. (c). My end draws near. These sad ones, sire, I 
love them, 
I do not ask his life ; but suffer justice 
To halt, until I can dismiss his soul. 
Charged with an old man's blessing. 

Louis (r. c). Surely ! 

Barad. (l., up stage). Sire — 

Louis. Silence — small favor to a dying servant. 

{Seats himself on throne) 

Riche. You would consign your armies to the baton 
Of your most honored brother. Sire, so be it ! 
Your minister, the Count de Baradas — 
A most sagacious choice ! Your secretaries 
Of state attend me, sire, to render up 
The ledgers of a realm. I do beseech you, 
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Suffer these noble gentlemen to learn 
The nature of the glorious task that waits them, 
Here, in my presence. 
Louis. You say well, my lord. 

RiCHE. I — I — faint ! — air — air — 

(Joseph and a Gentleman assist him to couch at 
L. c.) 
I thank you. Draw near, my children. Approach, sirs ! 

Barad. He's too weak to question, 
Nay, scarce to speak ; alFs safe. 

(Crosses to R. c. beside throne,) 

{Picture. Julie kneeling beside the Cardinal ; the Officer 
of the Guard behind Mauprat; Joseph near Richelieu, 
watching the King ; Louis seated on the throne^ r. c. ; 
Baradas at the back of the Kino's chair ^ anxious and 
disturbed; Orleans at a greater distance^ careless and tri- 
umphant. As ecLch Secretary advances in his tum^ he 
takes the portfolios from the Sub-Secretaries.) 

First Sec {kneeling). The affairs of Portugal, 
Most urgent, sire. {Gives a paper.) One short month since 

the Duke 
Braganza was a rebel. 

Louis. And is still I 

First Sec. No, sire, he has succeeded ! He is nov/ 
Crown'd King of Portugal — craves instant succor 
Against the arms of Spain. 

Louis. We will not grant it 

Against his lawful king. Eh, Count ? 

Barad. No, sire. 

First Sec. But Spain's your deadliest foe ; whatever 
Can weaken Spain must strengthen France. The Cardinal 
Would send the succors — {solemnly) — balance, sire, of 
Europe 1 {Gives another paper.) 

Louis. The Cardinal — balance! We'll consider — 
Eh, Count ? 

Barad. Yes, sire. {To First Secretary.) Fall back. 

First Sec. {rises). But — 

Barad. Oh, fall back, sir ! 

(First Secretary bows and retires?^ 

Jos. Humph ! 

Second Sec {advances and kneels). The affairs of Eng- 
land, sire, most urgent. {Gives paper^ Charles 
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The First has lost a battle that decides 

One half his realm — craves money, sire, and succor. 

Louis. He shall have both. Eh, Baradas ? 

Barad. Yes, sire. (Aside) 

Oh, that despatch ! my veins are fire. 

RiCHE. {feebly, but with great distinctness). My liege — 
Forgive me. Charles's cause is lost. A man 
Named Cromwell risen, a great man ! Your succor 
Would fail — your loans be squander'd ! Pause — reflect. 

Louis. Reflect — eh, Baradas .? {Confers with Orleans.) 

Barad. Reflect, sire. 

Jos. Humph ! 

Louis (aside). I half repent! No successor to Riche- 
lieu! 
Round me thrones totter — dynasties dissolve — 
The soil he guards alone escapes the earthquake. 

Jos. (aside to Richelieu). Our star not yet eclipsed — 
you mark the king ? 
Oh ! had we the despatch ! 

Enter a Page, l. c. 

RiCHE. Ah ! Joseph — child ! 
Would I could help thee ! 

Page whispers to Joseph, who exit hastily, l. c. 

Barad. (to Secretary). Sir, fall back ! 
Second Sec. (rises). But — 
Barad. Pshaw, sir ! 

(Second Secretary bo7vs and retires) 
Third Sec. (mysteriously ; kneels). The secret 
Correspondence, sire, most urgent — 
Accounts of spies — deserters — heretic^ — 
Assassins — poisoners — schemes against yourself ! 

(Gives paper; Secretary m^j.^ 
Louis. Myself — most urgent ! 

(The King seizes that paper and drops the others) 

Be-enter l. c, Joseph with Franqgis, whose pourpoint is 
streaked with blood. Franqois passes behind the Cardi- 
nal's attendants, and, sheltered by them from the sight of 
Baradas, etc., falls at Richelieu's y^^?/. 

Franq. (l. <?/" Richelieu). My lord ! 
I have not fail'd. (Gives the packet) 
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RiCHE. Hush ! {Looking at the contents^ 

Third Sec. (to King). Sire, the Spaniards 
Have re-enforced their army on the frontiers. 
The Due de Bouillon — 

RiCHE. (rising). Hold! In this department! 
A paper — here, sire — read yourself, then take 
The Count's advice on't. 

(FRANgois takes paper to the King and remains up 
St age ^ R. ; the King takes the paper and comes 
down reading it,) 

Enter De Beringhen, l. c. ; passes behind the throne^ hastily 
draius aside Baradas, and whispers. 

Barad. (bursting from De Beringhen). What ! And reft 
it from thee ! 
Ha ! Hold ! (Going towards the King to intercept paper,) 

Jos. (l. c). Fall back, son, it is your turn now I 

Louis (reading, pacing the stage from L. to r.). To 
Bouillon — and signed Orleans ! 
Baradas too ! Leagued with our foes of Spain ! 
Lead our Italian armies — what ! To Paris ! 
Capture the king — my health requires repose — 
Make me subscribe my proper abdication — 
Orleans, my brother, regent ! Saints of Heaven ! 
These are the men I loved ! (Richelieu /^//x back on couch,) 

Jos. (at Richelieu's side). See to the Cardinal. 

Barad. (r. c). He's dying ! And I shall yet dupe the king. 

Louis (rushing to Richelieu). Richelieu ! Lord Cardi- 
nal ! 'Tis I resign ! 
Reign thou ! 

Jos. (behind the chair), Alas I Too late — he faints ! 

Louis (r. ^Richelieu). Reign, Richelieu! 

RiCHE. (feebly). With absolute power ? 

Louis. Most absolute ! Oh, live, 
If not for me — for France ! 

RiCHE. France ! 

Louis. Oh, this treason ! 

The army — Orleans — Bouillon ! Heavens — the Spaniard ! 
Where will they be next week ? (Drops paper,) 

RiCHE. (starting up, seizing the paper and throwing it on the 
ground). There, at my feet ! 

(To First and Second Secretaries.) 
Ere the clock strike the Envoys have their answer. 
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Exeunt Secretaries, l. c. 

{To Third Secretary, with a ring) 
This to De Chavigny — he knows the rest. 
No need of parchment here. He must not halt 
For sleep — for food. In my name — mine — he will 
Arrest the Due de Bouillon at the head 
Of his army ! 

Exit Third Secretary, l. c. 

Ho, there ! Count de Baradas, 
Thou hast lost the stake. Away with him ! 

As the Guards open^ Baradas passes through line. Exeunt, 

R. I E. 

Ha, ha! 
{Snatching De Mauprat's death-warrant from the 
Officer as he crosses to r.) 
See here, De Mauprat's death-writ, Julie ! 
Parchment for battledores ! Embrace your husband ! 
At last the old man blesses you ! 
Julie (l. c). Oh, joy ! 

{In Mauprat's arms) 
You are saved — you live — I hold you in these arms ! 
De Mau. Never to part ! 

Julie. No — never, Adrien — never ! 

Louis {peevishly^ r. c). One moment makes a startling 

cure. Lord Cardinal. 
RiCHE. Ay, sire ; for in one moment there did pass 
Into this feeble frame the might of France 1 
My own dear France, I have thee yet — I have saved thee ! 
I clasp thee still ! It was thy voice that called me 
Back from the tomb ! What mistress like our country ? 

Louis. For Mauprat's pardon — well, but Julie, Richelieu ; 
Leave me one thing to love. 

RiCHE. A subject's luxury 1 

Yet, if you must love something, sire — love me I 

Louis {smiling in spite of himself ). Fair proxy for a fresh 

young demoiselle ! 
RiCHE. Your heart speaks for my clients. Kneel, my 
children — 
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Thank your king. 

( They kneel, Richelieu passes up the stage; all the Court bow,) 

Julie. Ah, tears like these, my liege, 

Are dews that mount to Heaven. 

Louis. Rise — rise — be happy. 

{Retires,) 

RiCHE. (comes forward and beckons to De Beringhen). 
De Beringhen ! 

De Berin. {falteringly^ R.). My Lord — you are — most 
happily — recovered. 

RiCHE. But you are pale, dear Beringhen — this air 
Suits not your delicate frame — 1 long have thought so. 
Sleep not another night in Paris — go ! 

WARN curtain. 

Or else your precious life may be in danger. 
Leave France, dear Beringhen ! 

De Berin. St. Denis travelled without his head : 
I'm luckier than St. Denis. I shall have time, 
More than I asked for, to discuss th^pati. 

Exit, R. I e. 

RiCHE. (/^Orleans). For you, repentance ^ — absence — 
and confession ! 

Exit Orleans, r. i e. 

{To FRANgois, R.) Never say /^/7 again. Brave boy! 

(FRANgois crosses behind to l.) 
{To Joseph, l.) He'll be — a bishop first. 

Jos. Ah, Cardinal — 

RiCHE. Ah, Joseph — 

{To Louis, as De Mauprat and Jvlie converse apart,) 
See, my liege — see, thro' plots and counterplots — 
Thro' gain and loss — thro' glory and disgrace — 
Along the plains, where passionate discord rears 
Eternal Babel — still the holy stream 
Of human happiness glides on ! 

Louis. And must we 

Thank for that also — our prime minister ? 

RING curtain. 

RiCHE. No — let us own it — there is One above 
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Who sways the harmonious mystery of the world 
Ev'n better than prime ministers ! 





Nobles. 


Joseph. 


Francois. 













King. 


Richelieu. 


Julie. 


Mauprat. 















R. 



SLOW CURTAIN. 
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A- W. PINERO'S LATEST PLAYS. 



The Second Mrs. Tanqueray. 

A PLAY IN FOUR ACTS. By Arthur W. Pinero. 

Author of "Swkbt Lavender," "The Magistrate," "The Times," etc. 

Eight male and five female characters. Costumes, modem; scenery, three interiors. 
This well-known and powerfid play is not well suited for amateur performance. It is 
offered to Mr. Pinero's admirers among the reading public in answer to the demand 
which its wide discussion as an acted play lias created. 

Note. — This play is sold for reading only. The acting right is reserved^ and can 
only be obtained upon payment of an author'* s royalty of $20 for each performance, 

Price» cloth, 91.00 ; paper, 50 cents. 



The Weaker Sex. 

A COMEDY IN THREE ACTS, By Arthur W. Pinero. 

Author of " Dandy Dick," " The Hobby Horse," " The Profligate," etc. 
Eight male and eight female characters. Costumes, modem ; scenery, two interiors, 
not difficult. This very amusing comedy was a popular feature of the repertoire of Mr. 
and Mrs. Kendal in this country. It presents a plot of strong dramatic interest, and its 
incidental satire of " Woman's Rights" employs some admirably humorous characters, 
and inspires many very clever lines. Its leading characters are unusually even in 
strength and prominence, which makes it a very satisfactory piece for amateurs. 

Note. — This play is sold for reading only. The acting right is reserved, and can 
be obtained only upon Payment of an author^ royalty of $20 for each performance. 
Price, paper, .... 50 cents. 



The Schoolmistress. 

A FARCE IN THREE ACTS. By Arthur W. Pinero. 

Author of " Lady Bountiful," " The Cabinet Minister," etc. 

Nine male and seven female characters. Costumes, modem ; scenery, three in- 
teriors, easily arranged. This ingenious and laughable farce was played by Miss Rosina 
Voices during her ^.ast season in America with great success. Its plot is amusing, its 
action rapid and full of incident, its dialogue brilliant, and its scheme of character es- 
pecially rich in quaint and humorous types. The Hon. Vere Queckett and Peggy are 
especially strong. The piece is in all respects suitable for amateurs. 

Note. — This play is sold for reading only. The acting right is reserved, and can 
only be obtained upon payment of an author's royalty of ^20 for each Performance. 

Price, paper, .... 50 cents. 
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The Amazons. 

A F^ARCicAi^ Romance in Threes Acts. 

Seven male and five female characters. CcMStnmes, modern ; scenery, an 
exterior and an interior, not at all difficult. This admirable farce is too well 
known through its recent performance by the Lyceum Theatre Co., New York, 
to need description. It is especially recommended to young ladies' schools 
and colleges. 

Note.-— This play is sold /or reading only. The acting right is reserved, 
am' can be obtained only upon payment of an author*8 royalty of #20 for each 
performance. 

Price, paper, ... 50 cents. 



Sweet Lavender. 

A Comedy in Xhre© Acts. 

Seven male and four female characters. Scene, a single interior, the same 
for all three acts ; costumes, modern and fashionable. This well known and 
popular piece is admirably suited to amateur players, by whom it has been ofleu 
given during the last few years. Its story is strongly sympathetic and its 
comedy interest abundant and strong. 

Note.— This play is sold for reading only. The acting right is reserved, 
and can only be obtained upon payment of an author's royalty of f 20 for each 
performance. 

Price, paper, ... 50 cents. 



The Notorious Mrs. Ebbsmith. 

A Drama in Kour Acts. 

Eight male and five female characters ; scenery, all interiors. This is » 
"problem" piny contiimiug the series to which "The Profligate '* and " The 
Second Mrs. Tanqueray " belong, and while strongly dramatic and intensely 
interesting, is not suited for amateur performance. It is recommended for 
Reading Clubs. 

NoTK. - This play is sold for reading only. The acting right is reserved, 
and can only be obtained upon payment of an author's royalty of f JO for each 
performance. 

Price, paper, ... 50 cents. 
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THE BOHEMIANS. 

A Comedy in Three Acts. 
By E. J. COWLEY. 

Eight male and four female characters. Costumes, modem ; scenery, easy, 
an interior and an exterior — not elaborate. This is a piece in an attractive, 
light-comedy vein with a strong sympathetic interest and great dramatic strength. 
Its scenes and characters strongly suggest those of ** Trilby,** which, however, it 
resembles only in that it concerns itself also with art a-:d arti.«ts. Jack Brandt 
is an admirable heroic part ; Madge, a strong lead; Bertie Follet and Blanche, 
very "up-to-date** light come<iy ; Dale, Smiley and Freddy Sproul, a good 
group. Noel (heavy) and Mrs. Van Slick (character) both good. A strong piece 
for a good company, in its unusual combination of lightness and strength. Flays 
a full evening. 

Price 15 oents. 

Synopsis. 

Act L— Poverty. Jack's studio. Freddie's flowers. The Bohemians. Mirth 
and music. Jack and Noel. The busy bee. A windfall. The pangs of poverty. 
•* The dream of my life.** Mailjje's love affair. An advance agent. The dawn of 
prosperity. *• The noble stranger.** Jack's sacrifice. The legacy. Luck at last. 

Act II. — Riches. A little cloud. "That horrid pipe.^' Mrs. Van Slick 
and the Major. An up-to-date engagement. The deceived dude. A cooling 
heart. Madge, the tom-boy. The Major's advice. Madge's discovery. " Forgive 
me. Jack ; Imight have known." The Bohemians agani. Noel drops the mask. 
" I am the master here.** Jack's dog. Disowned. Jack's word. " From this 
moment we are strangers." 

Act III. — Poverty again. The studio. Freddie and his sixteen-pounder. 
Back to the old home. Madge's surprise. Jack's reward. Noel's claim. " The 
past is at an end." ** Take me. Jack, for it is you I love.** The Bohemians once 
more. ** Blessed are the poor." 



ROONEVS RESTAURANT. 

A Farce in One Act. 
By F. E. HILAND, 

Author of *'Thb Old Country Stobe," "A Town Meeting," 
*« Careless Cupid,'* '• Captain Swell," etc. 

Four male and two female characters. Scene, a plain room ; costumes, 
modern and eccentric. An admirable farce, thoroughly American and modern 
in its humor. An Irishman, a Western desperado, a dude anu an old maid are 
mingled in a side-splitting fabric of fnn lasting twenty minutes. This piece is 
strongly recommended to those who want good broad humor and lot* of it. 
It is not a school or parlor piece. 

Priee • • • • US oento. 
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THE MAN IN THE CASE. 

A Comedy in Three Acts. 
By WINTHROP PACKARD. 



Six female characters. Costumes, modern ; seenes, two interiorSr Another 
ffood answer to the old question, ** How can we get up a play without any men?" 
This piece provides a story of considerable interest and dramatic strength, and 
even a mild love-interest, without the employment of anv male characters. Its 
humor is refined, its dialogue bright, and its plot absolutely new and unlike 
other pieces of this sort. Written for and originally produced b> the Emmanuel 
Club, of Radcliffe College, it is naturally well suited for performance in similar 
institutions. Madame Bogusky, an esoteric Buddhist, Alice Roquet, a transla- 
tion into the French, and Gladys, a Radcliffe Senior, are excellent parts. 

Prioe .... 95 e«nto. 
Synopsis. 

Act I. — Aline, the French-Irish maid. A new phrase — "wirrasthrue I" 
The love-lorn maid. ** Her Jack." Consulting tlie Mahatmas. Two Radcliffe 
seniors. Common sense vs. Theosophy. A girl's remedy. Madame Bogusky 
and the cosmic cycles. Another Jack. '* Everybody's Jack." Jacks are 
Trumps. 

Act II. — The ladies' department. A messenger from India. More about 
Jack. Ooing to Harvard. Cap and gown. " The giiost-letter." A great (astral) 
light breaks upon Mrs. Montressor. Following suit. " Thim fancy shrouds." 
Jacks are Trumped., 

Act III. — Radcliffe dormitory. A college girl's room. A strange man. 
Aline's arrival. The power of the Mahatmas. An elopement. "A pad for 
red ink." Fumigation. Ominous '•signs." The search. "The real Mr. Wil- 
liams." Explanations. Jack takes ths Trick. 



COUSIN FRANK. 

A Farce in One Act. 
By FRANCES AYflAR MATHEWS, 

Author of •* A Finished Coquette," "Wooing a Widow," etc. 

Five female characters. Costumes, modem; scene, an easy interior, or 
none at all. A bright little piece, treating the old problem of " An Adamless 
Eden" in a new way. It has an entertaining story and bPight and vivacious 
dialogue, which cannot fail to give twenty minutes of pleasure in parlor or hall. 

Price • . • • 15 oentf. 
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THE LiniT OF THE LAW. 

A Drama in Five Acts. 
By JUSTIN ADAMS, 

Author of ** Triss," •• The Rag-Pickeb*s Child," " At the 
Picket Line," etc. 

Seven male and five female characters. Costumes, modern ; scenery, three 
interiors and two exteriors - not at all difficult. This is a piece with a strong 
melodramatic interest and plentv of comedy. Ike Toot, a base-bxll crank, 
.Jimmy Keyes, a •• tough," Cnsty Dunlap, a sentimental spinster, and Biddy, an 
importation, constitute a great luw-comedy team. Kichard Dunlap and Teresa 
are strong ** heavy " characters ; Robert Dunlap and Beatrice, sympathetic 
leads, and Trissy an admirable juvenile. The story of this piece is ingenious 
and absorbing, and the interest well sustained. The third act is especially 
strong, alike in interest, sympathy and humor, and presents a decided scenic 
uoveUy, not at all difficult. 

Price . 15 oenU. 

Synopsis. 

Act I. — Biddy's ankles. Bob's decision. A family row. Love and lawyers. 
*• A three-bagger,*' Father and son. •* When I was a boy." Flesh and blood. 
''An insult to my dead mother." Richard the righteous. A spot on the son. 
The deserted wife. •• It is true, for I can witness it." 

Act II. — Cristy and Emanuel. "Take it straight." Miss Bidelia Mahonoy. 
The check for ten thousand Playing with flre. An appeal. Bob leaves the 
firm. Ike's adventure. The lobster salad. The false son. " Caught at last." 
A woman in the case. Oflf to Montreal. The wonderful telephone. The pho- 
t 'graph The discovery. The saint a devil. Ruined. " You are my father 
still.'^ 

Act III.— A plot. Trissy and Santa Claus. The good Samaritan. "Peace 
on earth and good will toward men." The shadow on the blind. Hanging up 
the stocking Asa in a new r61e. A change of heart. The marriage certificate. 
Jimmy Keyes and the turkey. The robbery. " One strike — out. '^ Saved. *'A 
true wife and mother in the sight of God and man." 

Act IV. — Montreal. A double play Bob and Teresa. The *' diamond." 
A clue. A pious fraud. Bagging the cat. "I love you." Richard again. 
»• Who is that man ? " Retribution. " My God ! It is Bob." 

Act v.— Biddy and the waterfall. ** Striking a pudding." Asa as a " boss " 
Beatrice and Bob. Ike does detective work. A misunderstanding. '• I am his 
promised wife." The net closes. •* Will Ike never come?" Betrayed. The 
trap sprung. " Behind prison bars." 



UNDER PROTEST. 

A Comedy in One Act. 
By JEANNE RAYMOND BIDWELL. 

Two male and two female characters. Costumes, modern ; scene, an inte- 
rior. This is practically a monologue for Ballard, a very absent-minded 
personage who carries most of the interest of the play, though Louise, his 
daughter, has a certain share. With a good light comedian as Ballard, the 
piece is extravagantly funny. Very simple to get up, perfectly refined and 
universal in the appeal of its humor. Plays twenty-five minutes. 

Price .... 15 cents. 
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A RIVAL BY REQUEST. 

A Comedy in Three Acts. 
By B. L. C. GRIFFITH. 

Author of •' A Ba.chelob'8 Divorce." 

Six male and five female characters. Costumes, modern and appropriate ; 
scenery, two interiors. This is a comedy with an exceptionally well-construe eil 
and interesting p'ot, abundant incident, and an unusual yarietv of character and 
humor. Its misunderstandings are ingenious and unforced and extremely laugh- 
able, and Pierson*s confusion of Lord Anthony McMullin and Alexander Mug- 
gins, a source of unfailing mirth. In its well-marked contrasts and uniformly 
strong cliaracter it offers a peculiarly advantageous vehicle for the talent of a 
good amateur club. Plays two hours and a half without a dull moment. The 
dialogue is particularly rapid and brilliant. 

Price .... 15 eents. 

Synopsis. 

Act I. — Pierson and the cornet. Getting out of an engagement. The Briggs 
family. Smythe's Enslish valet. On the move. Muggins. The lord or the 
lackey. Briggs and the bargain counter. Lord McMullin. A sad mistake. 
Love at first sight. The new boarders. The plot thickens. A crisis. Engaged 
to two women at once. Bad for Pierson. 

Act II. -Cutting the knot. A useless servant. A lord for a lover. More 
misunderstandings. Briggs' nightmare. Nobody's fool. The ladies combine. 
Husbands on strike. Defiance. Briggs and the ballet. A three-cornered row. 
Pierson explains. The two McMulllus. Revelations. A broken engagement. 
Another. Worse for Pierson. 

Act III. — Pierson in a plight. The two B's on a bat. " It's our wives' 
fHult." An artful stratacem. The telegram. A plot that didn't work. Fixing 
it up. Muggins on thin ice. The two fianc^^es. Stnythe's return. McMuUin's 
restoration to the nobility. Worst for Pierson. Explanations. A show of hands. 
Pairing off. Muggins goes back to private life. The band plays " Annie Laurie." 



THE REVOLVING WEDGE. 

A Football Romance in One Act. 
By THORNTON M. WARE and GEORQE P. BAKER. 

Five male and three female characters. Costumes and scenery very simple. 
A capital farce, particularly adapted for Thanksgiving Day performances. Its 
excellent and original plot cleverly utilizes the universal mania for football, and 
builds up from this foundation an admirable progression of incidents leading to 
a mo<'t Laughable conclusion. Its method will at once suggest that of the popn. 
lar '* Obstinate Family," and it can ba safely recommended to any one who has 
liked that piece. Plays nearly an hour. 

Filce • • • • 15 
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A. W. PINERO'S PLAYS. 



THE TiriES. 

A Comedy in Four Acts. Six male and seven female characters. Scene, a single 
elegant interior; costumes, modern and fashionable. An entertaining piece, of strong 
dramatio interest and admirable satirical humor. (1S92.) 

THE PROFLIGATE. 

A Play i 1 Four Acts. Seven male and five female characters. Scenery, three 
interiors, rather elaborate ; costumes, modern. This is a piece of serious interest, pow- 
erfully dramatic in movement, and tragic in its event. An admirable play, but not suited 
for amateur performance. (1892.) 

THE HOBBY HORSE. 

A Comedy in Three Acts. Ten male and five female characters. Scenery, two 
interiors and an exterior; costumes, modern. This clever satire of false philanthropy is 
one of the most interesting of Mr. Pinero's plays, and is an admirable acdng piece. 
(,892.) 

LADY BOUNTIFUL. 

A Play in Four Acts. Eight male and seven female characters. Costumes, mod- 
em ; scenery, four interiors, not easy. A play of powerful sympathetic interest, a little 
sombre in key, but not unrelieved by humorous touches. (1892.) 

THE CABINET niNISTER. 

A Farce in Four Acts. Ten male and nine female characters. Costumes, modem 
society; scenery, three interiors. A very amusing piece, ingenious in construction, and 
brilliant in dialogue. (1892.) 

DANDY DICK. 

A Play in Three Acts. Seven male and four female characters. Costumes, modem ; 
scenery, two interiors. An excellent play, full of humor, and a capital acting piece. 
(1893.) 

NoTR. — The ah(n>e filays are sold for reading only. The acting right in each case 
is reserved^ and can only be obtained upon payment of an authoKS royalty of #20 fttr- 
each performance. 

Price, paper covers, 50 cents each. 



SWEET LAVENDER and THE HAQISTRATE 

are printed as Manuscript only, and are not for sale, but can be obtained for ama> 
teur production on payment of an Author's Royalty of $30.00 a performance, in 
eaci) case In advance. Sample copies can only t>e sent to people personally 
known to us, or satisfactorily recommended. Copies will, however, be deposited in 
the hands of our correspondents at different principal points for examination by those to 
whom the plays are not already known. All business relating to these plays can be con- 
cluded only by direct correspondence with us, which is accordingly invited. 
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